WE
HAVE
CHOICES/

Cereals

OUR
PIZZA IS
PORTLAND’S
FINEST
* OCR CHEESE is whole milk Mozzarella.
That s it. — No substitutions
* OCR SAUCE is a unique recipe prepared
each day from whole tomatoes, fresh
garlic, select herbs and spices!
* OCR DOUGH is handmade every morning
at 5 am. (8 am N. f. time)
* OUR TOPPINGS are fresh and
bountifu
* OUR PROMISE is to make everything
fresh. We won t skimp on ingredients!
TRY A SLICE OF NEW YORK

Open to All—

Food Front
COOPERATIVE GROCERY
.
\

Whole roods. Real Groceries,
natural Treats, Fresh Produce

/

Open 7 days, 9 a.m. to 8 p.m.

913 S.W. Alder
Portland, Oregon

226-4129

2675 NW Thurman 222-5658
TRI-MET BUS 53

G IVE YOUR CREATIVITY
A SPRING TONIC.

Enroll for an evening or Saturday class taught by
top flight instructors in the studios of Pacific
Northwest College of Art (the Museum Art School).
There are classes for all ages (even four year olds)
and all skill levels.
Classes begin April 1. Call us fora complete
schedule. We’re at 226-4391.
Pacific Northwest College of Art
1219 SW Park. Portland, 97205
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EDITORIAL
W hen

Ronald Reagan unveiled hrs

Strategic Defense Initiative—immediately
dubbed Star Wars—in March of 1983, it
seemed outlandish enough to be passed
off as incipient senility. And after a few
months of discussions, its cost (incalcula
ble, but estimated by proponents to be
many hundred billions), doubts as to its
true effectiveness and its heavy impact on
precarious arms control and power-bal
ance relationships appeared to bring
about its early demise.
Yet the Reaganauts have more staying
power than they’re often given credit for,
and Star Wars once again became a polit
ical reality as the Democrats suffered their
electoral debacle. The past few months
have brought the proposal back full force,
with important allies being forced to en
dorse the concept (Prime Minister
Thatcher) or reject it (President Mitter
rand), long before it had been dealt with
by the U.S. Congress. Even the creators of
science fiction found their numbers split
between proponents such as Robert Hein
lein and adversaries like Isaac Asimov.
Soon after the Reagan announcement,
a blue-ribbon group which included
former President Carter, and such eminent

Gone, but probably not for long: Book mogul Walter Powell.
“What this town needs is a bookstore!’’

cold warriors as Dean Rusk, Robert
McNamara, Cyrus Vance, Maxwell Taylor
and W. Averell Harriman, was formed to
oppose it. They declared that it “would
bring about a dangerous new phase of the
nuclear arms race.” Since every one of
these gentlemen had presided over the ex
pansion of our nuclear arsenal, what was
it they feared?
Though the Reagan “ revolution” was
successful in implementing a good deal of
its economic agenda within the first year
in office, one deep-seated item begged
greater development. Defense Secretary
Weinberger stated it succinctly to the Se
nate Armed Services Committee on Feb.
1, 1984: “ If we can get a system which is
effective and which we know can render
their weapons impotent, we would be back
in a situation we were in, for example,
when we were the only nation with the nu
clear weapon and we did not threaten
others with it.”
Not since the early Eisenhower era has
the U.S. been able to claim unchallenged
global supremacy—Pax Americana. But
this was short-lived, as the U.S.S.R. sud
denly unveiled its own atomic force. Since
that time, each power’s nuclear and
technological breakthroughs have been
hastily echoed by the other’s. Recent arms
control agreements were designed to
bring about a perpetual impasse—Pax
Atomica. Conceived as though such
agreements are unnecessary encumberances, Star Wars offers the potential of
“once-and-for-all” overpowering Russia
both technologically and economically. It
is a race that promises visions of grandeur
to our President—obsessed with being
number one.
The Star Wars proposal isn’t completely
novel. Our space program has been
largely a defense operation from its incep
tion. Hundreds of satellites with military
missions currently circle our globe. The
Administration has plans to deploy 112
ASAT’s (anti-satellites weapons) begin
ning in 1987. Even this fledgling ASAT
program skirts perilously close to violat
ing the existing ABM treaties between the
two nations, while offering an opening

wedge for further space program develop
ment.
But the Reagan Star Wars’ announce
ment portends a much greater leap for
ward. The Pentagon’s top scientist,
Richard DeLauer, stated that the pros
pects for ultimate success with Star Wars
are dependent on breakthroughs in eight
key technologies, each “equivalent to or
greater than the Manhattan Project.” An
early version of Star Wars encouraged us
to imagine an “ Astrodome” of protection
over our entire population, or at least over
our major cities, while later announce
ments have indicated the protection might
be designed solely for hardened silos. No
version discounts the expense of the pro
ject, all intended to intimidate and bank
rupt our opponent while offering a
bonanza of spending for defense-minded
scientists and companies.
Each nations has nearly 10,000 nuclear
warheads targeted against the other or
major allies. A single warhead is sufficient
to destroy Nagasaki several times over.
And given the history of U.S.-Soviet con
frontation, for each Star Wars’ advance,
there would be concomitant response, in
increased numbers of warheads, decoys
or related technological developments.
The Union of Concerned Scientists re
cently published The Fallacy of Star Wars,
a book which outlines the large array of
obstacles any space technology would
have to confront:
“To defend U.S. society totally, then, at
tacking missiles must be intercepted soon
after they leave their launch sites or while
they are traversing space. Interception
means the delivery of a blow to the enemy
powerful enough to disrupt it in some way.
This is precisely where the constraints of
geometry and physics enter, for it is only
in science fiction that unlimited amounts
of energy can be transmitted over arbitrar
ily large distances against a tiny target
moving at great speed.” In summary, to be
successful, Star Wars must supercede
several immutable laws of nature and
basic scientific principles—the force of
gravity, the earth’s rotation and the den
sity of the atmosphere—and must devise
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a way to make lasers and X rays effectively
penetrate hardened missile shields, mov
ing at great speeds, all within such ex
tremely brief periods and against such
great numbers that the advantage would
still lie with the attacker.
As proposed, this defense would not be
able to detect or intercept Cruise missiles,
which fly low enough to escape even radar
detection for up to several thousand miles,
thus leaving our European and Asian al
lies completely exposed. Submarinelaunched missiles would be exceedingly
difficult to intercept.
Star Wars can also be seen as a bluff, a
terrifying chip which thoroughly de
stabilizes already strained relations. As
the only nation that has to date employed
atomic weapons, the U.S. cannot pass it
self off as innocuous. And the Soviet
Union, encircled by adversaries, finds it
self feeling backed into a corner, despite
the fact we are far from implementation of
any part of the Strategic Defense Initiative.
U.S. allies have little reason to be over
joyed, for Star Wars appears to offer them
little or no protection. Hamburg’s Die Zeit
stated in January that “ if no steps are
taken to prevent the militarization of
space, any hope for an end to the arms
race is unrealistic.” Many commentators
have suggested that Star Wars is likely to
bring about the effective end of the NATO
alliance.
The struggle for us here is even graver,
for the Reagan forces have effectively tap
ped into the fears and fantasies of the
American people—to be at once safe and
in control of world events—this nation of
“ manifest destiny.” The Reagan “ revolu
tion” is playing live on small and large sc
reens, in video parlors, classrooms,
homes and offices, across the nation.
Though perhaps it will be possible to cur
tail or eliminate Star Wars through tradi
tional political means, the problem is
much larger. We need to reach the Ameri
can people on the same turf—live and in
color—with images of an alternative that
offers visions of peace and partnership on
the world scene. May the force be with us.
DM
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GUATEMALA:
k INSIDE THE

j

TRIANGLE

PHOTOS AND STORY BY

ARUN NEVADER
(WITH MICHAEL RICHARDS)

n July and August of
1984, w e visited a
number of highland
communities in Guatemala's
Quiche province. All of them
w ere built by the Guatem a
lan Army. Heading north
from the capital city, we
traveled overland 100 miles
to the mountainous Ixil
Triangle. Here w e disco
vered for ourselves what w e
had expected. Nearly every
dwelling and public build
ing in the Ixil (pronounced
ee-sheel) region outside of
the main population centers
of Nebaj, Chajul, and Coatzal was burned. What had
once been fertile and pro
ductive agricultural coun
tryside has now becom e a
wasteland. It is the w ar zone,
where civilization ends and
counter-insurgency begins.
From 1981 to 1983, the Guatemalan
Army adopted scorched-earth and
search-and-destroy tactics to effectively
eliminate a growing revolutionary move
ment that began in the Ixcan lowlands of
Quiche. Thousands of civilians were sys
tematically killed as the army moved
through the region burning houses, crops
and livestock. As one senior military com
mander in the area justifyingly told us,
“The guerrillas are to the people as the
fish are to the sea. If we cannot catch the
fish, we will dry up the sea.”
Tens of thousands" fled their homes
into the remote mountain woods. Only re
cently have they begun to come out of
hiding. The army has declared some
areas “safe” for repopulation. Refugees
returning to the area are placed in one of
these zones or model villages, where
they are re-oriented into a new social
framework.
We visited Acul, the army’s showcase
model village just a few kilometers north
of Nebaj. At the military command over
looking the village, we were given an army
guide who escorted us through the area.
Rows of wood-frame houses lined the
new streets. There was an alien order to
the grids of mill-finish aluminum roofs, as
if this entire scheme had been imported
from some foreign boom-town manufac
turer.
Acul had all the makings of a new soci
ety, even if it sat in the middle of an
ecological moonscape. The new street
signs defined the new order— Avenida
Reconstruction or Calle Los Patrulleros.
Children were everywhere, the army kept
a low profile. There was a roadside
tienda, where villagers could buy sodas,
batteries, gum, soap— the basics. The
army oversees several agencies respon
sible for bringing water, electricity, roads,
health care, experimental agricultural

4
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reaching the edge of town. He made it
clear to us that the countryside is by no
means secure, even if the surrounding
hills are completely defoliated. No one is
permitted to live outside the model village
area, giving the army a tactical advan
tage in the hills.
There is an.impressive new road that
links the model villages of Acul and Tzalbal with the larger center of Nebaj. The
Guatemalan Army Engineer Brigade is re
sponsible for the project. They are using
heavy equipment to carve a road along
the steep, severely-eroded mountain
sides. In order to complete the road
quickly, the army is using modern con
struction technology instead of relying on
the physical labor of local civilians, as it
has in other communities. Progress is
substantial. Road construction from Tzalbal began in February and already ex
tends about four kilometers. There are
serious problems with washouts caused
by heavy rains and defoliated hillsides.
Plans are to extend the road to Barrillas,
Huehuetenango, through the burned-out
Ixil communities of Palob and Sumal,
which are also slated to be recontructed
into model villages.
Because there are few civilians working
on the road construction, the guerrillas
who remain in the hills are constantly harrassing the army brigade construction
crew with gunfire. At times the harrassment has been crushing.
S a lq u il lies 12 kilometers north of Tzal
bal. We left for this remote hamlet with a
civil patrol at 7:00 a.m. A squad of six
soldiers joined us on the new army road
and took us down the valley to the Rio
Sichel. The terrain got rugged as soon as
we left the road. We descended a few
hundred feet to the riverbed. No one liked
being down by the river any longer than
it took to cross the rocks. An ambush was
very possible. Earlier in the morning, the
squad had exchanged gunfire with guer
rillas.
We stopped well above the danger
zone, about 150 feet beyond the riverbed.
Here we would wait for- the patrol from
Salquil to take us there. Civil patrol mem
bers took defensive positions along the
hillside, and the soldiers sat with us at the
lead. We waited and talked for two hours.
We fought off the ants and learned about
the G3HI rifle, the Israeli-made standard
issue in the Guatemalan Army.
We talked with Miguel, the squad
leader, about the mountain war and asked
if they had managed to capture any sub
versives.
“Oh yes,” he said. “We've gotten a
whole bunch. The population too. Re
fugees. Each time we go out we take
maybe 50 or 60 away from them. You
know, the ones who have helped them
by working.... Well, this is what we’re liv
ing. We’ve got to take the population away
from them. That way they don’t get any
help from the people. Because the people
are the ones who feed them and all that.
These people are foolish. All the people
from around here. They’re always with
the guerrillas, you know. But other people,
like those from the Oriente or the coast,
those don’t. It’s very rare that you’ll find
people there with the guerrillas. Only in
the province of Quiche.... Well, maybe
they don’t understand. It's very easy to
fool them. But yes, we have taken away
much, much of the population. And then
when we take them, we do an investiga
tion. And they talk. And then they take us
and show us where the other family
members are. Right?”
Miguel got on his radio to find our es
cort. He told us that the trip from the river
to Salquil would be grueling. The next
seven-kilometers would be straight up and
done quickly. The escort finally arrived.
We were surprised to see thirty soldiers.
We had expected half a dozen.' They were
heavily armed with automatic weapons,
grenades and mortars. We left the civil
patrol behind and started our ascent to
Salquil.
The trail was a vertical plane from the
river to what seemed to be the heavens.
We hiked quickly, in total silence. If one
of us fell behind, a handful of soldiers
would fall back, urging us on. Evidence
of the earlier days appeared along the
path— rural dwellings now burnouts,
farmland cut down into wasted fields. No
body anywhere, except for a single farmer
we saw along the way. He was tending
a field with a few tufts of corn, working
low to the ground with a machete. A sol
dier dropped back to observe him as we
passed. That he could be part of an am
bush crossed everyone’s mind. The pla
toon halted. Starting with the point man,

6

Clinton St. Quarterly

Children in army-control Tzalbal assembled to sing the Guatemalan National Anthem.
the patrol counted off by passing con
secutive numbers back to the rear which
stretched about 200 feet down the trail.
We came up one number short. The count
was repeated. They had miscounted. We
continued upward, too exhausted almost
to let the fear of taking our last step get
the better of us.
We made it to the top in two hours and
could see our destination in the far dis
tance. The new town of Salquil is strateg
ically located on a saddleback hill about
one kilometer northwest of the old town
center. As we approached we could see
the burned-out shells of the old town
church, the auxiliary municipal building,
the charred frames of other dwellings that
stood nakedly as a testament to a darker
period in Salquil's_ history. The physical
evidence is disappearing quickly, since
refugees living here scavenge the ruins
for possible construction materials.
Our physical exhaustion gave way to a
quiet marvel at what lay before us. Clus
ters of straw and cornstalk huts dotted
the peak in the distance. A blistering after
noon sun kept dropping behind a heavy
windswept fog. Everything felt extreme.
At the 9000-ft. altitude there was no cer

tainty in the elements, as if by'some subtle
weather game, the gods were welcoming
us to a blackness in the soul of this coun
try no outsider had ever before witnessed.
We had finally reached the front line in
this war.
Unlike Acul or Tzalbal, there were no
government pretensions for Salquil. The
army had no one to impress here. Why
they allowed us to make the trip, we were
never quite sure.
T h e army established its small garrison
at Salquil in January of 1984. The destacamento there is maintained by 100
soldiers. The garrison sits high above the
village, where guards can easily observe
activity and protect the military installation
from guerrilla attack. .50-caliber machine
gun bunkers guard the perimeter. The
surrounding hillside is lined with rows of
sharpened wooden spikes that lace the
few patches of corn. When we entered
Salquil, we were brought directly to the
garrison, a mountain tree fort dug into the
peak with great expertise. Tunnels and
trenches criss-crossed the pine-covered
camp. The trees growing inside the garri
son were the only ones standing for as far

THE MAN WITH THE BAD HANDS

I

t was raining as in the Old Testament, an Indian farmer reminded us when

we talked to him in Tzalbal. He believed in the Apocalypse, and that it was
happening now. Another man invited us into his house to talk. We noticed the
scar on his face. It stretched from the right corner of his mouth about three
inches horizontally across his cheek.
His hands were bad too. “Our house is no longer there,” he said. “Everything
was burned.”
“Who burned it?” we asked.
“The soldiers, because the soldiers would pass by and see that no one was
living in these houses. And just like that, the shots came. The guerrillas would
shoot at the soldiers, and the soldiers would think that we were the guerrillas.
And that’s why they would burn the houses. Well, when they burned the houses
what were we to do? Where were we going to live? Under the rain? Under the
sun? When the soldiers began to slash down our cornfields, what were we
going to eat? But when we came here, we came to learn the truth, that the
subversives misled all the people.”
“When the people died, who was doing the killing?”
“Well,” he said, “there were a lot of people the soldiers killed because they
fled. Suppose, let s say, if the people were hiding in some ravine, and the
guerrillas were shooting at the soldiers, and the soldiers were shooting back
at the guerrillas and dropping bombs, then the people who were around the
area had to die. Many people died at the hands of the soldiers, and the guerrillas
too. Many people died because of hunger also. People no longer had medicine
or food. Women and children had nothing to eat. And sickness, there was no
medicine for that. There was nothing. People were living in the bushes. All the
vital things were gone. People got thinner and thinner. Many died. Many came
into town very sick. Oh, how they suffered.
“The guerrillas would wait for the soldiers by the rivers. Sometimes, they
would kill them. Many soldiers were killed in the hamlets— everywhere. And
then afterward, more soldiers would come, very angry. When the soldiers
thought that we were the ones giving food to the guerrillas, that’s when they
decided to kill us. There were four helicopters that came down over on Chabuk,
my village behind that mountain. Thirty-two people died, 32 just like that. Quickly.
But that was just one hamlet. Then the helicopters moved on to another hamlet.
Who knows how many died there?
“I think it's because of the subversives, it’s because of them. They said, ‘You
people, don’t worry. We are here to defend you. When the soldiers come, we
are going to battle them. And they will either die here, or will have to retreat.
You will be able to continue your lives in tranquility. Then we’re going to the
town, and we’ll kill all the soldiers there. And then little by little, we’re going to
do this until we arrive at the capital city. And then we re going to finish with all
of them. And the government is going to be thrown out— the soldiers, the
foreigners, the rich people. We are going to throw them all out. We are Indians,
and we have to know our own country, our own land, Guatemala!’ We believed
them."

as one could see. Everything else had
been cut down.
We were brought to the Commanding
Officer's headquarters— a grass hut with
thatched roof and mud floor. Inside the
cook had a fire set up under two old
machetes and a pair of empty steel am
munition boxes. The company first
lieutenant greeted us. We sat at the handhewn table and talked about the war. The
platoon commander who brought us into
Salquil joined us. Before long, he pulled
a Sony short-wave pocket radio from his
fatigue coat, and the conversation turned
to Miami. Miami was a fantastic place,
they thought. We listened to the news
coming from Tegucigalpa. There was a
report about the U.S. military installing a
new spy center along the Honduras-Sal
vador border. We listened to Guatemala
City Top 40, the Civil Patrol National An
them, lots of white noise. We waited for
the captain to arrive.
We were surprised to find these sol
diers so friendly, so normal. We had heard
of the infamous shock troops, the butcher
battalions that Ijad come through here in
1982. They wore white aprons and carried
machetes when they came through a vil
lage like this one. We heard reports of civi
lians being hacked to pieces, human bon
fires, babies being used as target prac
tice, disemboweled pregnant women—
death as a terror tactic.
The kind of killing required of these ear
lier soldiers demanded a certain mind-set
that no longer fits the situation in Salquil.
The Army is now concerned with resettl
ing the countryside. Hired killers in uni
form have been replaced with crack
troops who are both well-trained and
highly disciplined. They are all ladino
(non-lndian) with the exception of one or
two indigenous soldiers— drafted to help
in communication with the Ixil Indians.
Their advanced military training is essen
tial to fight the remaining elusive guerril
las, but more importantly, they are appa
rently not as abusive to the civilian popu
lation as the earlier soldiers.
Most of the 2,000 people living in Sal
quil were inhabitants of the old town. In
August of 1982, survivors, who had been
living like animals in the hills, trekked
down to Nebaj under the leadership of an
evangelical pastor named Tomas. They
remained in the refugee settlement
known as La Pista, or Ak Tzumbal for
almost a year and a half before the army
resettled them here. Then the army began
adding new refugees to the settlement.
Some came voluntarily, but more often
they were routed from the hills by the army
and civil patrol units.
There is a basic pattern to army pacifi
cation of this region. First a garrison is
established in hostile guerrilla-controlled
territory. Then patrols are sent to rout out
civilians hiding in the hills. At the time of
our visit, civil patrol units from Tzalbal
were sweeping the hills around the Salquil
area. The army couldn't rely on the Salquil
men. Either they were too weak from mal
nutrition to go on the difficult patrols or
army commanders were not fully con
vinced of their loyalty.
The army has complete control over
the movement of people in Salquil, even
though the area is surrounded by guerrilla
territory. No one leaves or enters the
model village without the army knowing
it. Villagers who travel this route must pre
sent legitimate reason for doing so, and
soldiers often accompany larger groups
traveling between Tzalbal and Nebaj.
We heard most of this from the captain
after he arrived. A small, thin, almost de
licate man, he seemed to be an odd
choice for a post like Salquil. He could
have been a librarian, if he wasn't already
the leader of an elite combat company.
He was educated and spoke very clearly.
He lied only when forced to. We asked
him what a 15-foot pit was doing in the
middle of the garrison. He told us a bunker
had caved in. We all knew it wasn't a
bunker and that it had another purpose.
We knew the army had ways to make
people talk. This hole in the ground was
a water pit used on civilians under interro
gation. They would stand waist-deep in
water for as long as it took them to talk.
He took us on a walk around the camp.
We walked to the edge and looked out
across the valley. He pointed to the
cornfields tended by the “uncommitted”
Ixil Indians, the corn that feeds the
“enemy.” It was also the only corn around.
The captain encouraged us to go down
into the village and talk with the people.
I t didn’t take long to hear about the food
supply once we left the garrison and
walked freely throughout Salquil. Much of

the food that goes to feed the refugees
comes from forays into guerilla-controlled
land. Only the day before we arrived did
the first shipment of food appear from
the Committee of National Reconstruc
tion (CRN)— six months after Salquil was
established. The few supplies that make
it come overland on the backs of Indians
from Tzalbal. The army offers no airlift
assistance. The walk is by no means an
easy one. Starvation in this community

cameras away. A soldier approached us
shortly thereafter. He spoke deliberately,
telling us that photographs of the destacamento were strictly forbidden. Was
it his job to tell us this? We heard no such
request or command from the officers. We
weren’t going to make an issue of it. An
uneasiness overcame us. Perhaps we
were overextending our welcome. If we
stayed in Salquil, there was nothing left
for us to do except take part in an army
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has little in common with the sort of famine
in Ethiopia. Although entirely possible,
full-scale land cultivation runs contrary to
practical counter-insurgency policy in the
Guatemalan highlands.
The army keeps arable farmland un
planted for two reasons. If the land is bar
ren there is no food or shelter for the guer
rillas. Secondly, the army uses hunger as
a control mechanism over the rural popu
lation. The scorched-earth policy is not
just a brutal act of retribution exacted on
the civilian population to even the score
for numerous army deaths. As one milit
ary commander told us, the Guatemalan
Army is winning a “war of hunger.”
We spoke with an old man who had
recently come out of the mountains with
the civil patrol. “Over there,” he said, “be
hind that mountain, we were refugees
over there. Yeah, perhaps for 8 months.
Every time the soldiers would come, they
would frighten us. And then we'd have to
flee into the mountains. The patrols would
come from Nebaj first, and that’s how we
would come in with them. We came in
with the civil patrol. We were afraid to
come in with soldiers, because everyone
says the soldiers kill.... And then they
came, and they burned everything. The
houses, the corn— the soldiers burned
everything since there were no owners.”
The effects of counter-insurgency are
most severe on people living in an area
like Salquil. There are no roads linking
them with the outside world, and they are
living in actively-contested territory. Be
sides widespread malnutrition, there are
many medical needs not being met. Al
though there is an army nurse dispensing
limited medications for diarrhea and
dysentary, there are no antibiotics to fight
serious infections among many children
and adults. Most of the many shelves in
the village infirmary were empty.
By late afternoon the fog had com
pletely overtaken the hilltop. It brought
with it a wet, chilly mountain air. Every
body had a fire going. We listened to a
roomful of Indians singing their evening
Catholic service. Then walking back to
the garrison above, we met the captain.
He was leaving immediately for Nebaj

patrol. That was an unnecessary risk we
chose not to pursue. We decided to leave
that morning. An army platoon would es
cort us back to Tzalbal.
The return trip passed quickly. We
made it back to the road by noon. Army
engineers advanced with D8 earth-mov
ers and heavyweight Caterpillars. An army
combat escort filled out the construction
convoy with massive tandem-axle troop
transports to back up the road crew. The
platoon commander read our minds in
stantly. Could we hitch a ride with one of
the convoy trucks back to Tzalbal? “No,”
he said. It was much safer to walk, he
thought. His thoughts proved prophetic.
Two weeks later, the Engineer Brigade
lost seventeen soldiers in a guerrilla at
tack on that road.
S a lq u il is a model village in formation.
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It is also a classic counter-insurgency
success. The guerrillas and their support
base were devastated by a brutally effec
tive scorched-earth policy during the
Lucas Garcia and Rios Montt regimes.
Then the army sought to nucleate the
surviving population in strategic hamlets
that could be further expanded into
model villages.
We spoke with the senior army com
mander of Quiche province. For him, it is
a lamentable fact that for centuries the
Ixil Indians had been virtually abandoned
by the rest of Guatemalan society and its
government. This, he claimed, is why the
guerrillas were able to persuade the
people to join them. Now that the civilian
population has been wrested from the
guerrillas, he feels that the Ixil Indians are
finally embarking on a new development
phase.
This Guatemalan commander is not
alone in viewing the matter from an urban
perspective. Indeed the army program is
almost identical with the policies of reduc
tio n and congregation used to forcibly
nucleate the indigenous people here after
the Spanish Conquest nearly 450 years
ago. The reasons for doing this now are
the same as they were then. Apart from
the obvious military advantages, the aim
of the model village program is to ur-
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"WE'VE GOT TO TAKE THE POPULATION AWAY
FROM THEM, BECAUSE THE PEOPLE ARE THE
ONES WHO FEED THEM AND ALL THAT, THESE
PEOPLE ARE FOOLISH. THEY'RE ALWAYS WITH
THE GUERRILLAS."
with a patrol. We continued on to his hut
to have dinner with his lieutenants.
The captain’s table was quite complete.
There was salt, chilis, instant milk, sugar,
hot sauce, coffee. The cook fixed us a
meal of white rice with chilis, black beans,
scrambled eggs with onions, stacks of
fresh tortillas, avocados, dried pork rinds,
orange Tang and coffee. We slept at the
garrison that night in a tiny hut near the
perimeter. The second lieutenant re
minded us that if we needed to leave our
hut during the night to pee, weTiad better
let it be known very loudly— or we’d prob
ably be shot.
Morning broke. We waited for the sun
to rise before leaving the hut. We had the
opportunity to walk the destacamento
grounds unattended. There were few sol
diers around. There was an edginess in
the air that day. Maybe it was our own
faltering sense of security that struck us,
but we felt markedly less comfortable with
the captain gone. We hastily took several
photographs and decided to put our

banize the Indians, to “civilize” them, to
bring them into the fold of a larger national
system.
In the context of counter-insurgency, ■
the model village program is seen as a
temporary solution to the problem of In
dians living in dispersed settlement— as
they have done for the last 1500 years.
Whether this policy is temporary or per
manent, the Guatemalan Army can never
hope to win the hearts and minds of the
Ixil Indians by obliterating their race or
incinerating their countryside. A senior
.army spokesman told us that the model
village program is designed to prevent the
rural population from “living in the mouth
of the wolf” and to “provide protection.”
We can only ask— protection from
whom? Or ask the army base commander
in Nebaj. He will recall for you what the
Americans did to their own Indians.
Arun Nevader and Michael Richards of
Berkeley, California visited both
Guatemala and El Salvador last year.
This is their first story in the CSQ.

SWATCH YOURSELF!
In t h e n e w S w iss w a tc h for a c tiv e life sty le s.
L ig h tw e ig h t. Shock r e s is ta n t. W a te r r e s is ta n t to 100
fe e t. Q u a rtz p re c isio n . O n e -y e a r g u a ra n te e . F o rw a rd
sty lin g . $25 to $40.
F in e L e a th e r G o o d s, L u g g a g e a n d
M e n ’s a n d W o m e n ’s F o o tw e a r.

ALAN
CO STLEY
816 SW 10th 222-2577

Clinton St. Quarterly

7

LORENZO VALENCIA'S

A NUCLEAR LOVE STORY
By Catherine Lord
Illustrations by Liza von Rosenstiel

ometimes when the planes fly very close overhead they
make a £low, sonorous blare, and Lorenzo trembles a
little and thinks: this is it, the final clarion, the last blast, the
storm before the eternal calm. Lorenzo lives too near the air
port. Once it was sonic booms, now it's nuclear bombs he wor
ries about. He reads the newspaper too much. He suffers Black
Box Syndrome. He writes the local chapter of Physicians for
Social Responsibility—asks them, is there a cure? But before
he receives a reply, he hears one of them on the radio, Dr.
Gremlin, who gutturally describes the futility of evacuation
plans and the President's civil defense program, in a way it
excites Lorenzo; thinking he will live to die from it gives him a
chaotic pleasure.
But in many ways for Lorenzo it is the
best of times. He works at a travel agency.
His degree was in art, and he has a few
good drawings to show for it, but there

H

was no money in that. Painting, traveling,
isn't it all the same, Lorenzo reasoned,
and so he went to work for a travel agency
while there were still jobs. Now Lorenzo
helps travelers secure passports, under
stand visa regulations, learn foreign cur
rency and exchange, select wardrobes for
tropical climates, meet health require
ments and custom regulations, insure
their baggage and bodies, obtain
traveler s checks and letters of credit, rent
cars, see sights, request vegetarian and
kosher meals on the plane. Lorenzo pays
his annual dues to the National Associa
tion of Travel Organizations; he studies
the history of travel. In 1841 Thomas
Cook, an Englishman, invented the
guided tour. Cook escorted English gen
try on camels past the pyramids of Egypt,
on carriages through the narrow streets of
gay Paris, on gondolas past the ancient
castles nestled on the banks of the Rhine.
And now, in 1982. Lorenzo Valencia
works for a travel agency called Camels
and Castles. He makes enough money to
pay his bills and travel. He has his own
BMW sports car from Bavaria. Persian
rug, cinnabar vases from China, and a
blonde girlfriend, Heather, light as a
feather, from upstate New York, who
paints Lorenzo and knows all his muscles
and their origins intimately and by name.
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eather paints Lorenzo in greens

and murky blues while he reads to
her from the newspaper. A headline
reads: REAGAN LIFTS GRAIN EM
BARGO ANOTHER YEAR. It's okay to
trade with the Russians. Lorenzo reads
an article on the next page. Reagan im
plores the British not to buy Siberian gas
from the Russians. It s not okay to trade
with the Russians. Trade, don’t trade.
Stop, don’t stop. Lorenzo knows just how
the President feels. He had read A Tale of
Two Cities in college: it was the worst of
times, it was the best of times. Sometimes
life is just like that, Lorenzo thinks: con
tradictory.
“Listen to this,” Lorenzo says.
“Don’t move your arm," Heather in
structs him, and she repositions his clavi
cle in burnt orange.
“Governor Fob James of Mobile,
Alabama asked that a law suit regarding
school prayers be dismissed on the
ground that God is not in the legal jurisdic
tion of Mobile.’’
“Are you sure you don’t have that back
wards?"
“What, my arm?"
“No, Fob James. Shouldn’t it be James
Fob?”
“It says right here, Governor Fob
James.”
Heather shrugs her shoulders, then
paints Lorenzo’s shoulders. “Sounds
backwards to me," she says. “Anyway. I
know a little about law suits. My father
had a leisure suit once, but mother left it
in the dryer too long, and it got all wrinkled.
She tried to iron it, but the polyester
melted under the heat. Father tried to
blame it on the Semites— they have all
the oil, and polyester is petrol-based, you
see. Still, the last time God was on earth,
at least to my knowledge, wasn’t it on Mt.
Sinai? And I think that’s in a Semitic legal
jurisdiction. Maybe they should have their
trial there. Lorenzo, please, you know
how much trouble I have with hands, now
sit still and don’t move!"
“The Falkland Islanders are suing the
British government for damages suffered
when they were driving out the Argentine
junta."
“Well, doesn't that beat all?”
“It says here, one person is suing for a
jar of jam."
“What kind of jam?”
“What difference does it make what
kind of jam?” As he turns the newspaper
over, Lorenzo wishes Heather were more
politically astute.
“Don’t move, Lorenzo." She moves
down his torso to his loins, where his body
is still.
“President Reagan got stuck in an

elevator between floors in the White
House."
“How scary.”
“Yes. but it gets worse. His aide, the
one who carries the black box and follows
the President around, wasn’t with him. Do
you know what that means?”
“Lorenzo, there's not really a black
box.”
“Yes there is. It says so right here. And
the man who carries it around wasn't with
the President. That means that for those
few moments while Reagan was stuck
between floors, if the Soviets had at
tacked us, we would have been com
pletely defenseless.”
“There’s no black box,” Heather re
peats. She notices his penis has shifted;
he is fully erect, and he is smiling at her,
smiling and trembling. The fear rouses
his desires.
“There is,” Lorenzo pleads. “Imagine it.”
A plane flies close above them, and
Heather puts down herbrush. She moves
to him like wet paint spilling across a can
vas she has painted over countless times.
Lorenzo, Lorenzo, let down your long hair.

“Sure," Heather says, grabbing her
purse and a small package. “And maybe
we should go to the Trident rally tomor
row." On the way to the car, Heather drops
a package of raspberry jam, neatly neatly
wrapped in brown paper and strapping
tape, and addressed to the Falkland Is
lands Treasury Department, into a mail
box.

At the rally, Lorenzo doesn’t know most
of the songs the protesters are singing.
Some of them are easy to learn. “Ronald
Reagan ain't no good, send him back to
Hollywood.” He has heard that one be
fore. but most of the others are alien to
him, so he stands next to Heather, who
seems to know all the words, and pre
tends he represents Deaf Mutes for Nu
clear Disarmament. He watches a small
confrontation to the rear of one of the
crowds.
“If you had to live in another country,
you wouldn’t be here today I” a tall, balding
man shouts to the crowd. “If you saw how
it was in other countries, you'd see why
we have to defend this country with those
Trident subs!”
Lorenzo wonders sadly who the man's
travel agent is. Lorenzo sees his custom
ers before they take their vacations: he
hopes most of them have had a better
time than the tall, balding man appears
utside and up the hill from
to have had. Lorenzo pulls a business
card from his jacket pocket and shyly puts
Heather’s apartment, the Post-In
telligencer globe slowly pirouettes forit into the man’s angry hand. Then he
walks back to find Heather, but she has
Lorenzo. He hopes that when the two pa
moved up in the crowd, so he stands
pers merge, the large blue map of the
helplessly, facing the crowd’s virtuous
earth remains; to Lorenzo, it is as much
back, feeling like a spare prick at a wed
a part of Seattle as the Space Needle.
ding.
When Lorenzo arrives at Heather's
When he finally spots her, and tells her
apartment for dinner, she is painting
he is ready to leave, she tells him she
signs. She has not made any dinner, but
has found a ride home with a group of
she tells him there is beer in the fridge.
political artists she has met at the rally.
Lorenzo helps himself to a beer and then
have no name, she says, but they
They
stands over Heather, who is sprawled out
have a big van. Lorenzo drives home
on the floor, painting “STOP TRIDENT,”
alone in his BMW.
red on white.
“I'm famished,” Lorenzo tells her.
"Well, I'm famished, too,” says Heather,
“but you know sometimes it’s more impor
tant to paint signs than to feed your face."
“You’re going to the rally Sunday?"
II ■
Lorenzo asks.
I want to go to Kuwait,” the man in
I Camels and Castles tells Lorenzo.
“Yes, and I think you should, too.”
“When did you become so political?”
Lorenzo has never planned a vacation in
“Today,” Heather answers. In her furor
Kuwait for anybody. He suspects the mid
she paints “STOOP TRIDENT,” “Now
dle-aged man is a terrorist.
look what you made me do," she says
“Why Kuwait?” Lorenzo asks.
when she realizes her error.
“ I like to hawk.”
“But why today?”
“It really doesn’t matter to us how you
“Lorenzo, do you know what happened
pay for the trip, Mr. Boyd,” Lorenzo ex
thirty-seven years ago tomorrow?"
plains.
“Don’t worry. I can pay,” Mr. Boyd tells
“Yes, I read the paper. They bombed
Hiroshima.”
Lorenzo. "They have good hawking in
"We bombed Hiroshima," Heather cor
Kuwait, no?”
rects him.
“Depends. What do you want to hock?”
“I never bombed Hiroshima." Lorenzo
“Hawks, of course."
wishes Heather were less politically as
“Oh, hawking.”
tute.
“Yes, that’s right.”
“Not to protest is to bomb,” says
“Are you aware of what's happening
Heather.
over there right now, Mr. Boyd?"
“But I wasn't even born yet when they
“No, I only want to go hawking. I don’t
bombed Hiroshima.”
care about any Mardis gras or festivities."
“But you’re alive today. And today
“It's not exactly Mardis gras time in
they— no, we— tested a nuclear bomb
Kuwait, Mr. Boyd."
just seventy-seven miles northeast of Las
“I don’t know about this. I only read they
have very good hawking there, in Kuwait.
Vegas, Nevada.”
“No one got hurt in the desert there.
I have read this.”
It’s not the same. Heather, my dove, my
“They have very good oil there, too,”
feather.”
Lorenzo says, but Mr. Boyd only looks at
“It shook hotels,” Heather says. “The
him naively.
ground caved in where they blasted the
“Do you read the newspaper, Mr.
bomb.” She stands and walks to her
Boyd?" Lorenzo stands, for effect.
kitchen table. Lorenzo follows. “And
“No, I am an ornithologist.”
they're not even planning to fill in the hole.
“Well, then perhaps you haven't
There," she says, pointing to a letter on
heard...” Mr. Boyd looks up at Lorenzo
the table. “You can read my letter. The
with anxious eyes, and Lorenzo realizes
damage is already done, but I thought we
he doesn’t have the heart to tell Mr. Boyd
might as well make the most of it."
about troubles in the Middle East. “You
Lorenzo reads the letter.
see, they are having a terrible time with
Dear President Reagan,
their hawks. They lost quite a few last
I have been to Nevada and I know
season, and they have had to impose
it is very hot there. There are not
fierce restrictions on hawking."
enough swimming pools because it is
“Oh, that is very sad.” Mr. Boyd shakes
so expensive to dig holes. I know be
his head sadly and stands. “Well, then I
cause my brother is an undertaker in
will come back next year, and talk with
Reno, and he is the only one in his
you about my trip then." He shakes
neighborhood who can afford a swim
Lorenzo's hand and turns to leave.
ming pool.
Lorenzo’s boss, Mr. Quackenbush, who
If you are going to blast holes in the
has probably heard their entire conversa
ground, why don't you put them to
tion, glares at Lorenzo from across the
good use, and build swimming pools
room, daring him to lose a customer.
where the ground has sunk in, so
“Wait, Mr. Boyd.” Lorenzo thinks
people in Nevada who cannot afford
quickly of a bird he has seen at the zoo.
swimming pools can get some enjoy
“Have you ever seen a South American
ment out of them.
screamer?"
Sincerely,
Mr. Boyd smiles. “Chauna chavaria.
Heather Fern McGuire
They're a funny bird. I have never seen
Lorenzo looks out the window. “Maybe
them in the wild, have you?"
we should go out to dinner,” he suggests.
“Yes, when I was in South America,”
Outside, on the globe, he thinks he de
Lorenzo lies.
tects a small hole where Nevada should
“I would like to see that someday.”
be.
"You can, you know. I could arrange

O

it— and for less than half the price of an
excursion to Kuwait."
“They're an aquatic bird, I know, but
which part of the South American coast
line would you recommend?”
To be on the safe side, Lorenzo ar
ranges for Mr. Boyd an excursion to Co
lombia, Ecuador. Peru, Chile and Brazil,
knowing that way Mr. Boyd will cover most
of the coast line on both the Pacific and
the Atlantic sides.

eather is painting a SAVE THE

M

WHALES poster when Lorenzo ar
rives at her apartment for dinner, after
work. She is using the same red poster
paint she had used for the STOP TRI
DENT signs. As he watches her paint, he
has a horrible thought: what if the South
American screamer is near extinction?
Suppose Mr. Boyd never sees a South
American screamer? Suppose it was the
South African screamer Lorenzo had
seen at the zoo? Mr. Boyd could be head
ing for the wrong continent. He wants to
tell Mr. Boyd, “Don’t go. Wait until the
problems in the Middle East work them
selves out, and then take your trip to
Kuwait.” He wishes he could call Mr.
Boyd, but Mr. Quackenbush would surely
find out. Outside Heather's apartment,
below the Post Intelligencer globe, some
one has written on a wall nearby,
in large black gothic letters, “KEEP
A
TWO-NEWSPAPER
SEATTLE
TOWN!” Heather, finished with
her poster, douses her
paintbrush with run
ning water in the
kitchen. Lorenzo
has an idea.
“Heather, my
feather, let me borrow
that brush and your poster paint.”
“Where are you going?"
“I have to leave a message for one of
my clients.”
Lorenzo finds an old schoolyard, sur
rounded by a concrete wall, already
nearly covered with graffiti. He finds a
clean space,
below a freshly
painted
message
which
reads:
IF THE
U.S. IS
RIGHT,
THEN
WHYARE
WE SO
DEFENSIVE?
STOP
THE BOMBS!
NOW!
It is a red sign,
the same color
red as the poster
paint in Lorenzo’s
hands. The letters
from the message are
still wet. Lorenzo
remembers when he used
to deny guilt for one of his
childhood crimes, and his
mother would say to him,
"Lorenzo, if you’re telling the
truth, if you really are innocent,
then why are you so defensive?”
Lorenzo wonders if somebody's
mother had painted the sign in front
of him.
Lorenzo opens his jar of paint and po
sitions his brush. He wants to paint, “Don't
go, Mr. Boyd,” but a policeman taps his
shoulder before he can touch brush to
concrete.
That night, Lorenzo sees Heather’s
finished painting of him. He’s jealous of
her, jealous that she can live on the salary
her part-time job provides her with be
cause she has no need for Persian rugs
and Bavarian cars, jealous that she paints
and that she paints so well. He is jealous
and resentful and flattered by her rendi
tion, all at the same time.
“My legs look disjointed," is all he can
say. His legs seem to dangle thinly from
the canvas. He feels like a spider which
has been caught in a closed drawer and
has narrowly escaped. He wants to crawl
into the corner above Heather's book
shelves. Was it a spider or a cockroach
that Gregor Samsa became? Lorenzo
Valencia, come down from that wall!
Heather studies Lorenzo, who stands
meekly before her image of him. She
scans the length of his body, rests her
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eyes on his trembling legs. “Yes, she
agrees. “Your legs do look disjointed. But
I’m proud of you anyway, Lorenzo, my
graffiti artist."
Sheepishly, secretly, Lorenzo admires
the painting, admires the disjointed legs
of the travel agent on the blue canvas.
He decides never to tell Heather that he
hadn’t painted the red graffito she so ad
mires.

of paper folding. The art of business
the science of business the business
of business. The art of science. The
art (science) of building bombs, avoid
ing war taxes, filling out income tax
forms. Filling out forms period. Filing
forms, forming files, painting graffiti.
People should not confuse the two. Art
is none of these activities; nor is sci
ence.
The Fred Meyer sign on 85th Street
is not art. The P-l globe is. That is
because art imitates nature, and the
earth is the largest representation of
nature. Anything larger (e.g., the Milky
orenzo is relieved that Mr. Quack
Way, the universe) becomes a subset
of the larger class known as outer
enbush has missed the news report
in the Seattle Times about Lorenzo's ar space, which is not nature. The Fred
Meyer sign on 85th Street does not
rest and the graffito incident. It is not until
imitate nature. Rather, it imitates the
a week passes and a letter to the editor
Fred Meyer sign on the 400 block of
appears in the Post Intelligencer applaud
Broadway.
ing Lorenzo’s sentiments that Lorenzo
Art does not have to be good, but it
begins to fear for his job. The letter is
must have a moral purpose. Pol
signed by members of BAND, the Per
lyanna, for instance, is good, but Hol
forming Artists for Nuclear Disarmament.
den Caulfield is art. Art is not subjec
They are planning to re-enact the incident
tive, but it is whatever I say it is. If I tell
before a live audience at the next peace
you your left thumbnail is art, then so it
rally in Gasworks Park. In another letter
is, unless I am only kidding.
to the editor, a group of Teachers for Milit
ary De-escalation writes: “How can
Lorenzo admires Heather's confi
Lorenzo Valencia be labeled a criminal for
dence. He is uncertain how an artist such
exercising his right to free speech when
as De Kooning projects morality in his art,
the man who is using our tax money
but somehow he trusts Heather, believes

Lorenzo Rests
On His Laurels

L

He doesn't want to lead a group of political artists. He doesn’t
want to bealeader. Hehopes he neverhas to define art. He wants
to be left alone.

DINING HOURS
MONDAY through THURSDAY

11:30 a m. - 12:00 midnight

to build nuclear warheads instead of
schools and roads is labeled a Presi
dent?” Lorenzo finally receives a letter
from the Physicians for Social Responsi
bility— a reply to a letter he had written
them weeks before, asking them if there
is a cure to Black Box Syndrome. But
rather than answering his letter responsi
bly, surreptitiously, through the mail, they
send it through the air waves; his letter
and its reply are read on local radio sta
tions. Lorenzo, who knows opening
someone else’s mail is a felony, wonders
if he can sue. The graffito attributed to
Lorenzo becomes a chant at local peace
rallies: IF WE ARE SO RIGHT, THEN
WHY ARE WE SO DEFENSIVE? STOP
THE BOMBS NOW! It has no ring to it,
Lorenzo thinks, but somehow a local
band, Quell Lotion and the Crab Lice,
makes it into a punk rock song. Lorenzo
receives letters and phone calls, at home
and at work, from men and women who
want him to run for Congress.
“The phone calls must stop,” Mr.
Quackenbush warns Lorenzo. They're in
terfering with business. If you want to run
for Congress, fine, but do it on your own

in her boldness. He remembers feeling
such confidence when he was still in
school, painting and drawing. He too
knew then when his work was art and
when it was merely good. That was back
in the days when he would have failed a
Holocaust awareness test. Now when he
tries to draw, his lines are timid and defen
sive.
After Heather has left for her meeting,
armed with her essay, Lorenzo places a
foot stool in front of his open closet so he
can reach his old drawings, which are
piled on top of one another on the top
shelf. Some are drawings of buildings at
the university he attended. Others are of
models. Many are of Heather, who is
noticeably thinner and more muscular in
his renditions than she is now. He
realizes, for the first time, that he and
Heather have aged together, just a little.
Lorenzo stacks the drawings, one by one,
on the kitchen table, over another stack
of letterhead for- Camels and Castles.
After he has fallen asleep at the kitchen
table, one side of his face resting against
Heather’s chalk torso, Heather calls him
from the salon. She asks him to come to

Howcan Lorenzo Valenciabe labeledacriminal for exercising his
right to free speech when the man who is using our tax money
to build nuclear warheads instead ofschoolsandroads islabeled
President?

FRIDAY and SATURDAY

11:30 a m. - 1:00 a.m.
NIGHTLY DINNER SPECIALS

4:00 p.m. - 8:00 p.m.
Tropical Breezes and Culinary Treasures

31 Northwest First Avenue - 223-9919
Between Couch & Burnside in Historic Old Town

^BU R G ERS
All of our burgers start with 1 /3 lb. of lean ground beef. Each burger is flame broiled,
serued on a toasted bun and garnished with mayonnaise, lettuce, tomato and a dill pickle spear.
Served with French fries.

The Basic Burger................................................................................ ; .............
Cheddar Cheeseburger . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .'
Bacon & Cheddar Cheeseburger.....................................................................
Mushroom & Swiss B urger..............................................................................
French Dip Burger..............................................................................................
With Swiss cheese, grilled onions and au jus.

Pineapple Ham-Burger........................................................................................
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their next meeting, join them in their ef
forts, become their leader. Lorenzo wants
only to go back to sleep, or for Heather
to come over and go to sleep with him.
He wants his job the next morning, and
the planes to quit flying so close above
him in the middle of the night. He wants
the man with the black box to stay close
to the President’s side. He doesn’t want
to lead a group of political artists. He
doesn’t want to be a leader. He hopes he
never has to define art. He wants to be
left alone.
“I hope you'll think about it, Lorenzo,”
Heather says. “How does this sound—
Lorenzo Valencia’s Salon Politique?”
“Half Italian, half French, Lorenzo an
swers half-heartedly. How does it sound
to you?”
“Seriously, Lorenzo, with your permis
sion, we’d like to name ourselves after
you.”
Although Lorenzo is no longer an artist
and has never been a politician, a group
of political artists wants to name itself
after him. Lorenzo is too exhausted to
feel flattered and too confused to realize
the irony. While Heather tells him the
date and time of the next Salon, Lorenzo
glances dully at the calendar. He remem
bers just then that his birthday is just a
week away. Then he will be 31. He feels
relieved that he’s made it another year.
Catherine Lord is a writer living in Seat
tle. This is her first CSQ story.
Liza von Rosenstiel shows her art in
Seattle at Davidson Gallery.

4.20

Topped with ham and a pineapple slice.

Chili Burger.........................................................................................................

4.30

Topped with chili, grated cheddar cheese, and onions on request.

^SANDW ICHES
All sandwiches serued with soup, salad or French fries.

Bacon, Lettuce & T o m a to ................................................................................
Avocado BLT.......................................................................................................
Club House .........................................................................................................

2.75
3.25
3.75

Turkey, cheddar cheese, bacon, lettuce & tomato on whole wheat bread.

Vegetarian...........................................................................................................

3.75

Swiss & cheddar cheeses, tomato, lettuce, mushrooms, red onions, green pepper, guacamole,
alfalfa sprouts and black olives on whole wheat bread.

Turkey D e lu x e .....................................................................................................

3.75

Turkey, Swiss cheese, bacon, lettuce, tomato and mayonnaise on sourdough bread.

3.75

Shrimp & Cheese
Bay shrimp, cheddar cheese, tomato and special dressing served hot on English muffins.

Ham & S w iss.......................................................................................................

3.75

Ham, Swiss cheese, lettuce, tomato and special dressing on rye bread.

Roast B e e f ...........................................................................................................
time and don’t expect my vote." Then he
adds, quietly, “People who write graffiti
on public property should be jailed, not
made into heroes."
No one but Lorenzo knows the real
story— that he had gone to the wall to
repent, in his own way, to make up for a
small lie he had told Mr. Boyd about the
South American screamer. But Lorenzo
shares the knowledge that he was not
really the painter of the graffito; he shares
that knowledge with the real criminal, the
real hero. Lorenzo expects that one day
the real graffiti artist will come out of the
closet and Lorenzo can retire a fool; for
now, he rests on another person’s laurels.
Lorenzo makes dinner as Heather asks
him questions from a Holocaust aware
ness test in one of her magazines.
Lorenzo is not pleased to know he has
passed with flying colors.
After dinner, Heather cannot stay for
coffee and Cointreau because she's off
to a meeting of a political artists' group,
the same group she met at the Trident
rally. Lorenzo wonders if their relationship
is going to end soon; he fears she won't
be with him when the bomb finally hits.
Before she leaves, she shows him an
essay she has begun. Everyone in the
group has been assigned to write a defi
nition of art for tonight’s meeting.
“I couldn’t finish it,” Heather explains.
“I find it easier to say what art isn’t than
what it is.”
People use the words “art" and “sci
ence” loosely, interchangeably, and,
often, incorrectly. The art, the science,

3.35
3.50
3.75
3.75
3.75

3.75

Roast beef, cheddar cheese, lettuce, tomato, red onion and mild horseradish sauce on
sourdough bread.

French D ip .................................................................................

3.75

Roast beef and Swiss cheese on a French roll, served with au jus.

Steak Sandwich........................................................................

4.95

6 oz. top sirloin steak on a French roll.

Deli S u b .....................................................................................

4.75

Turkey, ham. roast beef. Swiss and cheddar cheeses, lettuce, tomato, red
onion and Italian dressing on a French roll. Garnished with pepperoncinis.
Mastercard. Visa. American Express and Diners Club accepted. No checks please.

K€y L^RG 7
COMING
A T T R A C T IO N S
APRIL 9

Neville Bros
w/Crazy 8 ’s
APRIL 17 & 18

Art Blakey & The
Jazz Messengers
S c r e a m in g J a y H a w k in s

1016 SW Morrison
Portland, Oregon 97205
(503)
222-2673

The Flying Colours Story
Portland’s Most Complete Knitting & Needlework Store is
downtown on Morrison Street amid the light rail construction.
It’s not always easy to get to us these days but our customers
say “It’s worth the trip!” By early Summer we will tie beautiful
both inside and outside.

Express
Some say
fine lingerie is
a self-indulgent luxury.
We know ours is.
kinds of pencils, pens,
brushes, and markers are
included in our large
selection of materials for
the fine and graphic arts,
all available to help you
express yourself.

9 2 7 S. W YAMHILL • 2 2 7 -0 9 2 7 • O PEN 10 A M . - 6 P.M. • M O N D A Y THROUGH SATURDAY

ART MEDIA
820 S.W. 10th Avenue, Portland,
Oregon 97205. (503) 223-3724

SUPPORT

LICHT

RAIL MERCHANTS

C R I S I S I N T E R V E N T I O N S E R V IC E

Wedding Bands

24-Hour Emergency
Phone Counseling Service 223-6161 or 648-8636
• Drug/Alcohol Issues
• Family Problems
• Domestic Violence
• Emotional Problems
• Suicide

Diamonds, Gems & Custom Designing

The Real Mother Goose
A Shop and Gallery
Downtown 9th & Yamhill 223-9510
Washington Square
620-2243
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and wines, a variety o f tasty foods and an intimate, but casual fireside atmosphere com
plemented by a mellow musical format. New ITALIAN Specialties!
SE 52nd & WOODSTOCK BLVD.
OPEN 11AM to 9PM MON-FRI

SPECIAL OFFER

SATURDAYS
5PM -10PM

PHONE 775-9328

ANY FOOD ITEM 2 FOR THE PRICE OF 1

WITH THIS AD THRU APRIL 3 0 th

S O P H IS T IC A T E D S E L E C T IO N O F G R E E T IN G C A R D S
G r e e n T i g e r P r e s s • I m p o r t s • S i lk s c r e e n e d

2 9 1 6

N .E . B R O A D W A Y

•
•

Downtown Portland

★ 929 SW 10th ★ 222-6666

P O R TLA N D
2 8 4 -4 7 4 1

R a in y d ay Flowers

• S M S Z S S Z Z Z IS Z Z S S S Z Z S S Z Z Z Z Z Z Z X Z IIS Z Z Z Z S Z S S S Z ?

d e s s e r t F 'Coffee h o u se
FLOWERS TO GO . . .
WITH A DIFFERENCE
• distinctive flower arrangements
• fresh garden flowers • Hawaiian tropicals
• wide variety of unusual flowering G foliage
plants
• delivery available • order by phone
• flowers sent around the world
N O W TW O LO C A TIONS TO SER VE YO U SEVEN DA YS A WEEK
Y a m h ill M a r k e t p l a c e

L o e h m a n ' s P la z a

641-7229

248-9524
VISA
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MC

AMEX

N OW SERVING BREAKFAST
6:30 d m weekdays
^ O O ^ y wedwuts
_________

C oudvo
*

OUR GOVERNMENT’S OFFICIAL PLANS TO TIDY UP

w in
THE DAY AFTER

in later— like the date, and the name of
the enemy.

S

ome of the finer points of the post-

nuclear war federal tax system
were worked out at a government-wide
postattack exercise in 1980. The
economists who devised it, laboring at
their temporary desks inside a hollowed
out mountain in northern Virginia, found
the subject tricky. Postattack tax policy
has always been considered a difficult
subject by government planners, partly
because it is linked to the tough issue of
war-loss sharing. Official government pol
icy is to “support the equitable sharing of
war losses throughout the economy...not
to guarantee individuals against war
losses, but to assure the maintenance of
a ‘going concern' economy.” Exactly what
that policy means, however, is a matter
of some debate.
In 1980, at the postattack exercise
called REX-80 ALPHA, a young Treasury
Department planner named Gary Rob
bins and his colleagues came up with
something else.
“You have to protect the banking sys
tem,” Robbins explained, “the ones who
have made loans on real assets. You
want to reestablish the productive base
of the United States. You want to give
entrepreneurs enough money to start
their businesses somewhere else. If you
had seventeen Rembrandts, that’s nice,
but you won’t be reimbursed for them,
because they don't add much to your pro
ductivity. But a house is part of the pro
ductive structure, because if you don’t
have a place to live you can’t go to work.
“In the exercise we were told that two
trillion dollars’ wodh of property was de-

n the day after the outbreak of nuclear war, the Presi
dent of the United States, circling high above the fallout
in his fortified 747, will issue an order freezing wages, prices
and rents. The purpose of the order, according to current
government planning documents “will be to restrain inflatio
nary pressures...during the postattack recovery period.” The
only products exempted from the price freeze will be- those
intended for military use. Presumably, this will encourage
the production of goods necessary for the successful prosecu
tion of the war.

O

The general freeze order is part of Fed
eral Emergency Plan D, a classified col
lection of “Presidential Emergency Action
Documents” that hava been drawn up and
set aside for use after a nuclear war. As
one official of the Federal Emergency
Management Agency (FEMA) has
pointed out, in the aftermath of a nuclear
attack the President “won’t have a big
staff there to say to, ‘Go prepare me a
legal document with all the necessary de

tails,’ so these have been done ahead of
time.”
In case the war in question has de
stroyed the Congress, the Presidential
Plan D documents include a proclamation
that a state of war exists (only Congress
can declare war). “Legally, a lot of things
[including emergency powers] depend on
that,” the FEMA official explained.
So the proclamation has already been
drafted, with a few blanks left to be filled
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strayed. We assumed that ninety percent
of the people who owned that property
and of the banks who lent money on it
were within the radius of destruction
themselves. That left two hundred billion
dollars to be compensated.
“The owners of the destroyed property
can’t pay off the mortgages, but, if they
default, the banking system collapses. So
the federal government is going to have
to buy the destroyed assets. It can't pay
in full now. It will have to accept the
mortgages and pay them off over time.
The titles transfer to the federal govern
ment, which eventually can sell the prop
erty and recoup some of the losses. If the
property is paid up, the government will
pay t|ie owner over time, and he can use
the proceeds to rebuild.”
That there would be people left to pay
taxes was assumed in the exercise
scenario, which stipulated that nuclear
weapons fell on only about 25 percent of
the country.
“The pattern of attack ran along the
East Coast— they hit New York and
Washington— and then through Georgia
and out to the missile installations in the
West,” Robbins said. “The results were
interesting. The attack destroyed the en
tire capability of the United States to print
money, and we were told there were no
currency reserves. It was a frightening
situation. East-West transportation was
cut off. Communications were wiped out.
And the explosions’ electromagnetic
pulse wiped out computer memories. In
that situation, our current tax policy is ab
solutely meaningless. Employers have no
records, so they can’t fill out W-2 forms.
Bank records are gone. Paper backup re
cords are no good. You can’t process
them fast enough.
“Now you need a different kind of tax

policy. You have to forgive all current
taxes. If the attack happens on July 1,
say, some people have paid withholding
and some people have paid nothing, but
you have to forgive and forget on both
sides. It’s not fair to some people, but it’s
too hard to figure out. Then you probably
want to put on something like a sales tax.
That’s the simplest one to administer.
Stores are already familiar with the sys
tem, and you don’t want to have to train
them at this point. The rate would proba

been recorded, will be broadcast over sur
viving radio stations to surviving radios:
This is the United States Emergency
Broadcast System with a message
about emergency mail service and
how it will help to reunite separated
families.
If because of the emergency you
become separated from or do not
know the whereabouts of family mem
bers, relatives, employers, employees
or government agencies...the Postal

Other “Postmaster General Standby Emergency
Actions” authorize postmasters to burn stamps to
prevent their “falling into enemy hands,” restrict
postattack mail to first-class letters, and place an
immediate ban on the issuance of money orders for
payment in the country th at attacked the United States.
Service will provide the principal, and
perhaps the only, means available for
reestablishing such contacts.
Welfare offices and post of
fices... which are still functioning after
an attack will furnish persons whose
regular post offices or home addres
ses are no longer usable with two
types of important cards with instruc
tions for filling them out. One is called a
Safety Notification Card; the other an
Emergency Change of Address Card.
The safety Notification Card should
be completed and mailed promptly to
the last known address of those whom
s soon as possible after a nuclear
it is important for you to contact...The
attack on the United States, the
Emergency Change of Address Card
following message, which has already
should be addressed to the Postmas

bly be close to thirty percent— that equals
the current government take plus enough
extra money to finance the war-loss shar
ing— with absolutely no exceptions. If
state and local governments were exemp
ted, a black market would appear im
mediately."
And how would all this be communi
cated to the surviving population?
“I’m not exactly certain,” Robbins said.
“Normal communications wouldn’t work.
You’d probably post it somewhere.”
But Robbins hadn’t reckoned with the
planners at the U.S. Postal Service.

A

ter at the post office where you nor
mally received your mail at the time of
the attack, even though that post office
is known to be out of operation....
If that post office is out of operations,
the Emergency Change of Address Card
will be sent to a special “Emergency
Postal Concentration Center” (PCC) that
will be set up to process and forward mail
to people whose old addresses no longer
exist. Sites for PCCs have already been
selected in “areas of maximum safety,”
according to the Postal Service’s
Emergency Planning Manual. The man
ual, revised in 1981, contains detailed in
structions on how to test Emergency
Change of Address Cards for dangerous
radioactivity before processing them (“to
enhance the safety of postal employees"),
explains how the cards should be al
phabetized and filed (“sort according to
the first letter of the last name“), and
suggests that all postmasters stockpile a
plastic letter tray (stock item 1262, now
obsolete), which is perfect for stacking
incoming Emergency Change of Address
Card§, a large number of which are ex
pected.
Other “Postmaster General Standby
Emergency Actions" that will go into effect
after a nuclear attack authorize postmas
ters to burn stamps to prevent their “falling
into enemy hands,” restrict postattack
mail to first-class letters, and place an im
mediate ban on the issuance of money or
ders for payment in the country that at
tacked the United States. Although the
times are expected to be depressing—
“the objectives of the [Emergency
Change of Address Card] program are es
sentially of a welfare or morale nature,”
the manual observes— one Standby
Emergency Action will be good news for
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people who have to use the cards: they
will go postage-free.
It is important to fill out cards for the
dead, the postal manual explains, so that
letters for those persons can be returned
to the sender from the PCC (marked “de
ceased per notice d a t e d ”) or, if
they lack return addresses, be filed with
the Dead Mail.

be able to handle an average of about
100 bodies an hour or 800 bodies per
8-hour shift.... If the season, climate and
weather are advantageous, the local civil
defense mortuary services will not have
more than a week at most before post
mortem changes will make processing of
bodies extremely unpleasant.” Therefore,
“A method of rapid, mechanical grave dig
ging and filling will be needed.... If condi
he postattack responsibilities of
tions permit, mechanically dug continu
every federal agency are carefully
ous trenches offer the best solution to the
spelled out in Executive Order 11490. The
Department of the Treasury, for example,
is charged with establishing “tax and debt
policies.” The Postal Service is man
dated to forward mail. And the Depart
ment of Health and Human Services,
which includes the Public Health Service,
is charged with planning for “sanitary as
pects of disposal of the dead.” This was
a responsibility that the government once
took very seriously. A 1956 manual on
“Mortuary Services in Civil Defense” ex
plains, “Disposal of bodies as nearly as
possible in accordance with normal cus
toms and religious rites will be a major
burial problem. If the machines available
contribution to morale, but such methods
are capable only of digging narrow
may be impossible. Embalming, use of
trenches, bodies can be placed head to
caskets, lying in state, and individual re
foot instead of side to side.”
ligious ceremonies may have to be omit
Unlike the Treasury and Postal Service,
ted.” It advises that even formal identifica
the Department of Health and Human
tion of the dead may have to be foregone.
Services has not kept its mortuary litera
“Ten thousand unidentified bodies would
ture up to date, possibly because there
require over 5.5 acres of space...for
is nothing else to be said on the subject.
adequate display. A person would walk 5
“If we’re involved in a small war,” Public
miles between the rows of bodies before
Health Service Emergency Coordinator
all were seen and for each 25,000 identi
Harold Gracey said in 1981, “we’d just go
fiable bodies probably 10,000 would be
with an extension of the present system.
unrecognizable because of disfigurement
If we had one hundred million dead, it
by injury or fire.” Even preliminary identifi
would be more of a dump-truck operation.
cation of each body from its personal ef
“When I got this job,” he added, “my
fects would be difficult. “Ten identification
predecessor told me, 'They'll try to shove
teams (30 men) working steadily should
off planning for sanitary disposal of the

T

least not if the attack happens to come
at the right time of year. “If you get the
attack in June,” says Harold Gay of the
Agriculture Stabilization and Conserva
tion
Service, “you’ll have a hell of a loss
isplaced persons will have the
of yield of the corn crop, because radioac
tivity attacks the living organism of the
advantage of being first in line
young plant. But if you get the attack in
for postattack housing managed by the
August, if it’s safe enough to get out in
Department of Housing and Urban De
the fields and run your picker, the
velopment. (Second in line will be work
[radioactive] dust'll fly right off the
ers in essential industries, and third will
plants....
be those who work in the management
“Just because you have fallout on a
crop doesn’t mean it’s not safe to eat.
Fallout is dust. It can be removed by nor
mal washing, peeling and so on. If it’s
mixed in with the actual food product, then
you would store it. Radioactivity decays.
Milk, for example, is very susceptible to
radioactivity. You can’t hold milk until the
radioactivity decays, but you can process
it into cheese and store the cheese.”
Postattack planners do recognize that
not all nuclear war survivors will have the
patience to wait for radioactive Velveeta
to become edible. “You’re going to get a
run on goods,” acknowledges one FEMA
of postattack housing.) Rents will be set
official. “You're going to get some very
at levels corresponding to those for simi
irrational behavior in the marketplace.”
lar housing in the neighborhood, but no
And so you're also going to get rationing.
one will be evicted for not paying rent if
“Food dealers will be allowed to stock
“in the judgment of the Housing Manager
only enough meat, for example, to provide
or Managing Agent, the failure to pay is
each of their surviving customers with
due to causes beyond the control of the
three pounds a week. If there’s bone in
occupant.” Displaced persons may be
the meat, the customer can have four
put up in requisitioned tents, hastily con
pounds. If there’s no meat, the customer
structed barracks or even privately
can substitute thirty-six eggs or eight-andowned homes “whose owners have dis
one-quarter pounds of potatoes. If there
appeared or are unable to function," but
are no eggs or potatoes, the customer
if the owners of such homes show up
can have three pounds of dry peas or six
again, the new tenants will have to move
pounds of canned pork and beans. If all
out within thirty days.
foods are available, the customer will get
Radioactivity is not expected to be too
his three pounds of meat, along with six
much of a problem by the postattack plan
eggs, four pounds of cereal products, two
ners at the Department of Agriculture, at
dead on 'you. Tell 'em we’ll just dig
trenches with bulldozers. We’ll bury them,
but afterwards we won’t be able to say
exactly what happened to Aunt Susie.’"

D

Several physicians’ groups opposed to the nuclear
arms race have argued that it is hopeless to plan for
any meaningful medical care after a nuclear attack,
but the planners are not discouraged. “We have a
zillion allergy doctors out there,” says one official.
“Their work could be redirected.”
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pounds of frozen vegetables, one-half
pound of fats and oils, two pounds of
potatoes and one-half pound of sweets.
“That’s about two thousand to twentyfive hundred calories per person per day,”
Gay points out, “about two-thirds of nor
mal caloric input right now, if you could
take something from each grouping.” (“A
daily intake of 2200 calories would prob
ably be adequate for a month or more,”
another postattack food expert asserted
in 1967, “or perhaps even beneficial in
view of estimates that twenty percent of
all adults and...children are obese.”)
To conserve as many farm resources
as possible, rationing will not be confined
to food for people. The distribution of seed
and farm-equipment repair parts will also
be controlled, and farm animals will be
put on rationed diets. (Lactating sows will
be allowed twelve pounds of feed a day,
laying chickens one-fifth of a pound. If
there’s not enough feed for both, the
chickens will take precedence over the
sows. Fatally irradiated animals will be
allowed no feed at all.) Defense Food
Order No. 5 limits the use of fertilizer fol
lowing “a surprise enemy attack on the
United States” to essential crops,
specified to include all food grains, veget
ables, fruits, fiber crops, oil crops— and
tobacco, which seems to be a case of
postattack planners working at cross-purposes. “The long-term effect” of a nuclear
attack on the United States, postattack
health researcher Dr. Conrad Chester
told a congressional committee in 1976,
“could be an increase of thirty percent in
cancer incidence in some parts of the
country. While this increase is undesira
ble, it does not threaten national survival.
It could be cancelled out by neglecting to
rebuild the cigarette industry."

more straightforward. “In the event of a
nuclear attack on the United States,”
handle will in fact be labor. “Indi
another Labor Department manual says,
viduals and small groups foraging and
“many physicians, dentists, veterinarians,
hoarding of found supplies consume av
podiatrists and optometrists would sus
ailable resources and do nothing to bring
pend private practice and become
about future resupply,” one civil defense
salaried employees of emergency treat
manual observes. “Means must be found
ment centers.” Several physicians’
for satisfying the survivors’ basic needs
groups opposed to the nuclear arms race
while, at the same time, motivating and
have in recent years argued at great
directing the efforts of survivors in other
length that it is hopeless to plan for any
critical recovery activities.” The actual
meaningful medical care after a nuclear
means for directing survivors into useful
attack, but the planners are not discour

O

ne of the toughest resources to

“A daily intake of 2200 calories would probably be ■
adequate for a month or more, or perhaps even
beneficial in view of estimates that twenty percent of
all adults and...children are obese.”
activities are only hinted at in unclassified
postattack planning documents. But the
Civil Emergency Preparedness Hand
book of the Department of Labor’s Em
ployment and Training Administration
does state that, following a nuclear attack,
“previously
prepared
mobilization
plans...would be implemented. These
plans include workforce registration.” Ad
ditional
measures that “will be undertaken only
as a last resort when voluntary actions
prove insufficient” include' “mandatory
controls in the area of workforce mobiliza
tion.” Such measures may include the “re
quirement that certain workers provide
their services to meet essential survival
needs.”
The planning for medical workers is

aged. “We have a zillion allergy doctors
out there,” says one FEMA official. “Their
work can be redirected.”
A 1972 government-wide study con
ducted by the Joint Chiefs of Staff, based
on a “computer-processed simulation” of
a 1971 nuclear war involving a 6800megaton attack on the United States, con
cluded that the nation “could survive, con
tinue the conflict and recover.” Six years
after the war, the study said, the economy
would have recovered to such an extent
that survivors “would have approximated
a 1965 per capita standard of living, ex
cept for automobile production.” By the
seventh year, a 1970 standard of living
would have been achieved, it said. It did
not say whether new Thunderbirds would
be available by then. (Other studies have

pointed out the paradox inherent in
measuring the per capita standard of liv
ing. The more people are killed, the better
it is. “Return to preattack GNP per capita
has been used in other studies as a
reasonable recovery goal," a 1979 study
said. “But would we have achieved recov
ery if there were ten survivors living at
this level?”)
ou can have all the plans
•fc
you want,” said Senator
Patrick Leahy (D-Vermont) at a Senate
committee hearing in 1982, “and I think
it’s going to be an illusion for us.” He was
addressing General Louis Giuffrida, di
rector of the Federal Emergency Manage
ment Agency, which is responsible for
Americarf civil defense and coordinating
all postattack planning. “You’re going to
delude this country into thinking that
somehow we can survive a nuclear war."
“Is it better,” asked Giuffrida, “to have
a realistic, long-term plan to address this
kind of emergency, and then use every
effort we have to preclude ever having to
implement it, or to have go plan at all? I
agree that the ideal alternative would be
to immediately abolish nuke [s/c]
weapons. Failing to do that, it seems to
me that this is a morally prudent action
to take.”
“Have you ever seen the movie Dr.
Strangelove?" asked Leahy. “As you work
with these plans do you ever get a
Strangelovian feeling at all?“
“I didn’t think the movie was very good,”
said Giuffrida.
‘Tm not surprised,” said Leahy.
The Day After World War III was pub
lished by Viking Press, 1984. It is re
printed with permission.
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O n c e I stole an illustrated book of saints’

It's the
Thought
that
Counts

lives while visiting someone’s house with
my mother. A little paperback book for
children with a dozen or so saints’ stories,
the text lay on one page and on the oppo
site page was a full color, highly graphic
representation of that particular saint’s
demise. Nothing was left to the imagina
tion, except what fled into the recesses
of my young psyche, to claw to the surface
much later.
I remember the narratives, shared daily
with us in school, describing the women
who died horrible deaths on heated iron
griddles, cooked like human waffles,
raped, mutilated, stabbed like barbecued
meat with sharp stakes and burned like
the witches I would learn of later. Those
women (and men) died in degraded and
gory fashion, looks of ecstasy on their
faces. An ecstasy I will recognize much
later as submerged eroticism'. But at the
time, my only commiseration with so
much suffering and blood was to refuse
to have anything to do with czarnina,
duck’s blood soup, a delicacy of Polish
cuisine, though I loved keiszka, a saus
age made with blood. One stank, the
other didn’t. I learned to handle contradic
tions early.
M ^ ie n , as a young pre-pubescent girl,

I received my first doll with breasts (just
introduced
to the toy market), I began to
ONE WOMAN’S PERSONAL STRUGGLE WITH
act out S&M in my solitary play with her,
my other dolls, and my lone boy doll. I
was plunged into the pleasure-pain of dis
covery once by my mother’s entrance into
my room unannounced. I knew enough
B y Christina V. Pacosz
to immediately cease my activity, knew
intuitively what I was exploring was taboo.
hese words are extremely difficult to utter, painjul to write: I am a radical
In so-called “primitive societies, some
fem inist and a poet, struggling w ith sado-masochism. The images and
thing or someone became taboo because
memories lurk in m y psyche, even now, after two years of concerted and lovingsomehow the energies and relationships
embodied or expressed were sacred,
effort at banishing them and replacing the programmed, stunted sexuality they
numinous. Mysteries. Women partook of
taboo during their menses because they
represent.
literally shed blood regularly without
A s far as" I know, few , i f any, heterosexual fem inists have "come out" as
dying. Bleeding without dying is no mean
practitioners or adherents of S& M , either reformed or still actively participating. I
feat. It has been mimicked by men
cannot ignore or easily dismiss my per
throughout the ages, particularly in war,
sonal qualms about “going public.” But
where it’s called heroism. Except men
the words of the poet Muriel Rukeyser
(and women and children) die from this
keep circling, persistent: What would hap
twisted attempt to emulate female power.
pen if one woman told the truth about her
Is this what too many men are trying
life? The world would split open.”
to beat and pummel into submission? The
In my search I found much had been
power of women? A power residing some
written on the issues I saw as central in
where unseen and unknown, hidden
the S&M dynamic: power, violence,
within musky female bodies? Do men think,
being female in a male world, rape, in
they partake of the sacred and the holy
cest, battering, pornography, but little
if they make women bleed? On cue?
about heterosexual S&M. While I have
/ acted out my S&M fantasies with one
been deeply and profoundly moved and
grateful for a feminism that insists on and
person, first in my early twenties when
persists in examining what happens in
the bedrooms we inhabit, I have
O n c e I stole, an illustrated book o f saints' lives w hile visiting someone’s
hungered for an explanation of my real
ity, one that would make sense and help
free me.
house w ith m y mother. Nothing was left to the imagination, except

SADO-MASOCHISM

T

f

he seeds of whom 1 came to be are
scattered throughout my lifetime, particu
larly in the fertile soil of childhood: girl
child of the Polish working class, daugh
ter of Detroit factory workers, student of
nuns— who in their own alienation from
eros were adept at using tactics of unpre
dictability, humiliation and intimidation to
create a mini-regime of fascism within my
day for eight years of my life.
At home, in the bosom of the nuclear
family, my beautiful, intelligent mother
was sinking deeper and deeper into the
mired silence of her rape before mar
riage, her thwarted ambition to be a
nurse, and the absence of true creativity
within the confines of marriage and fam
ily. My father sat in our shabby, cheaplyfurnished living room, his thoughts far
away, circling his home village in Poland,
trying to comprehend what it was the
Nazi’s had destroyed, and why. I learned
about silent suffering at my mother’s
table and about the lost people of the
Holocaust at my father’s knee.
The foliage grew lush when my father,
suffering from a debilitating bout of ulcers,
would lash out in anger at what he per
ceived as my verbal impertinence. After
his slap, I would retreat to the safety of
my bedroom and lie in bed feeling my
heart literally break. I became a miniature
female replica of Jesus’ bleeding sacred
heart. My father would knock on my
closed door, hesitant, embarrassed. He
would stand just outside my room, leaning
his upper torso in through the door, and
apologize. His “I’m sorry,” genuine and
heartfelt, would signal my joyous retreat
from the pain of alienation I was feeling,
a pain which was tinged with an erotic
pleasure I have only recently been able
to name.
If there was any time of year when the
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w hat fled into the recesses o f m y young psyche, to claw to the surface
much later.
garden would offer a profusion of bloom,
it was Spring. The Lenten season, burst
ing into exotic blossom during the tension
and expectation of Holy Week, would
climax with Easter and resurrection. It
was also in the Spring that my mother
was institutionalized in mental hospitals,
drugged and given shock treatments. Af
terwards she would come back home and
resume her duties as wife and mother,
her double shift of cleaning schools as a
janitor and taking care of our tiny home.
Easter morning would find me dressed
in my white Holy Communion dress, a
blue and gold cape over my shoulders, a
single Easter lily in my hands, as a part
of the processional in the church celeb
rating the resurrection of the dead God.
Much later, as an adult conducting poetry
residencies at a Catholic grade school
after Easter, I saw a bulletin board in the
second grade classroom that succinctly
proclaimed it all: Life through death!
Clustered around were dozens of but
terflies made by the children.
While receiving instructions for taking
Holy Communion, we were regaled with
scare stories during the months of prepa
ration. I remember one in particular. We
were seven or eight and admonished
never to allow the sacrilege of our unclean
and mortal teeth with their unholy decay
to touch the wafer of unleavened bread.
We were told a macabre tale about a little
girl (of course!) who did chew the host
and found her mouth filled with blood. This
was worse than the Saturday matinee
horror movie. We knew this frightening
thing could happen to us. Didn’t the nuns
tell us over and over how weak we were?
I collected quite a bouquet.

our mutual exploration included much of
the sexual spectrum and little, if any,
questioning of what we did or why we did
it. That I was sexual at all felt like a miracle
after my Polish-Catholic girlhood.
When I opened the catalog from the
R.D.F. Company, a pornographic outlet
catering to S&M tastes with an address
on infamous 42nd Street in the Big Apple,
tiny images of women writhing in pain as
saulted me. Their positions looked all too
familiar.
The woman is Oriental. Naked. She has
wooden clothespins clipped to her nipples
and her small body is tightly bound with
strong rope. She is gagged. Resting on
her thigh, too studied to be casual: a
crucifix, the all-pervasive S&M image of
the culture.
Occasionally he is grinning, leering re
ally, while she tries to smile, looking tear
ing and orgasmic through a grimace of
pain. Or she is on a leash and the man
tugging on her collared neck is white,
dressed in a fashionable business suit.
My male friend, and S&M partner, tries
to reassure me. What I am looking at is
all “put-on," staged, a harmless act. The
women get off and get a lot of money for
it too. It’s a job in a tight economy. A
regular 9-to-5er with medical and dental,
two weeks paid vacation. Maybe even
childcare.
I’m not convinced, though I want to be.
To be convinced is to be off the hook,
lulled and pliant before the tiny TV sc
reens exposing various versions of the
ultimate battleground of the sexes, of the
self. Eight-millimeter color movies with ti
tles like “The Torture of the Dissident,”
“The Torture of the Witch,” provide the

stills sold in sets of four. I am simultane
ously horrified, outraged and aroused by
what I see. I imagine duplicating some of
the images on my flesh, though I reassure
myself, nothing truly painful. How much
pain is too much? The women in the
catalog remain mute.
Each relationship between my early
sexual experimentation and my later
careful and considered immersion into
S&M was indirectly permeated with an
S&M dynamic. Each sexual encounter
had an undertone of violence, an absence
of self-love, a repetition of the male/
female power-over mode inherent in the
majority of heterosexual interaction. Each
time I thought I loved someone, I found
myself a victim, alienated and unable to
communicate and share an erotic re
lationship. I felt controlled, policed, bat
tered. When my ex-partner re-entered my
life in my mid-thirties, the S&M dynamic
insisted on prominence. Despite my rad
ical feminism, I was still compelled to sub
mit, I was still a willing sacrifice.
I remember focusing on the intensity of
sexual feeling within myself. My partner
was essentially ignored. He'was there. I
could “trust” him to do certain things, to
manipulate certain parts and props of the
drama and to stop at previously agreedupon points. I didn’t have to touch him,
to reciprocate in any but very limited and
limiting ways.
When I planned an evening with the
riding crop and clothespins this last goround with S&M, I would say (lie) to my
self: I am assertive, strong and in-control
in every other aspect of my life. What does
it matter how I choose to have my or
gasms; how can this pleasure be a “bad”
thing for me to do?
With my former partner back in my life,
I was able to convince myself there was
nothing “wrong” with my choice of sexual
expression, but only for a very short while.
I had changed greatly since last we’d
been involved. I knew too much for the
contradictions not to be apparent. Even
though my S&M tastes fell on the mild
side of an imaginary continuum, when I
lifted my gaze from the relative safety at
my end, the imaginary line became real
and I began to see .real women.
R e a d in g

Carolyn Forche’s book of

poetry, The Country Between Us, brought
the reality of the S&M continuum home.
In “Return” she says:
And that people
who rescue physicists, lawyers and poets
lie in their beds at night with reports
of mice introduced into women, of men
whose testicles are crushed like eggs
that they cup their own parts
with their bedsheets
and move themselves
slowly, imagining bracelets affixing
their wrists to a wall, where the naked
are pinned, where the naked
are tied open; and left
to the hands of those who erase
what they touch. We are all erased
by them, and no longer resemble decent
men. We no longer have the hearts, the
strength, the lives of women.
I could not live the hypocrisy. I could
no longer rationalize my orgasms. The
clothespins gripping my nipples were a
way of sharing pain, a new form of that
“old time religion,” a vehicle for guilt re
moval. But while my flesh was “mortified,”
real women were being tortured and mur
dered. Others, captives of pornography,
were living with brutality, a death of spirit,
a daily erosion of love and pride. Though
my nipples were constricted by the
clothespins, I was alive and “free.” And
guilty.
How could I reconcile my refusal to pay
war taxes and my “safe” experiments with
S&M in the bedroom? How could I be
concerned and active about human
rights, peace, justice in El Salvador,
Nicaragua, Poland, South Africa, the
Sioux Nation, the battered women’s shel
ter, the rape center, oh a myriad and ever
multiplying list, when I was re-creating
sanitized scenes of violence and torture
and starring in them?
• When I could no longer avoid the pain
ful realization that the major portion of
my eroticism was bound and gagged and
mutilated and I didn’t want to be that vic
tim any longer, I understood the nature
of what I wanted to claim fully and com
pletely at long last. What Audre Lord calls
an “...open and fearless underlining of
my capacity for joy.... In touch with the
erotic, I become less willing to accept
powerlessness, or those other supplied
states of being which are not native to
me, such as resignation, despair, self-effacement^depression, self-denial.”

So I shut the plant down. Called a halt
to any expression of sex tinged with S&M.
I ceased relations with my partner, and
finally all sexual involvements with others.
Yet this was no simple celebration of
celibacy. When I lay down by myself to
love myself, there they’d be: each picture
of each woman rising like a nauseous
bubble from the depths of the swamp,
exploding at the surface of consciousness
as vividly as the day I used my Oxford
English Dictionary's magnifying glass to
enlarge the brutal details of the catalog's
offerings.
fM
rfovm g out of numbing, away from lies,
insisting on joy and truth is not a direct
journey on any map. As soon as notice
of closure is given, the old self scrambles
for prominence, for recognition: I exist, I
exist, it shouts, as the masturbatory fan
tasies, the S&M images mushroom. A lit
tle voice whispers: Remember when you
did this or that— how good we felt! One
little fantasy; what can, who can it harm?
There is an illusion of wholeness during
an S&M act, a desperate deception ag
reed upon between two people who long
and yearn for wholeness and freedom but
are afraid to seek it, afraid to risk confron
tation and communication with the self. I
cannot deny the excitement I have experi
enced while participating in S&M
scenarios. There is an ecstasy present,
the misplaced, misbegotten ecstasy of
the martyr. But there is nothing joyful or
erotic about sado-masochism, despite

anyone’s claims to the contrary. S&M is
sex without a beloved face, with someone
who has no name.
The distilled essence of the need for
S&M is a need for control. True eroticism

Once I began to give hesitant voice to
my understanding of the oppression, my
own and others’, revolving around S&M,
and risked sharing my stories with trusted
women friends, I found them mirroring my

I imagine duplicating some o f the images on m y flesh, though I reassure
myself, nothing truly painful. How much pain is too much:’ The women
in the catalog remain mute.
is powerful. It is the great Beast of Reve
lations and we are taught by home,
school, church, our economic systems to
fear its power in ourselves, to mistrust
and label evil its marvellous ravenings.
We tame the Beast, choose to worship
the burning bush, turn away from the
golden calf. But the great Wild One in
each of us does not submit, does not tame
easily, and so in desperation, we turn to
punishment, to loathings, of which S&M
is only one manifestation. The hydra of
guilt keeps us hacking and mutilating our
selves.
As a participant in S&M, I have offered
myself up to controlled violent situations,
my attempt to ward off the threat and
danger inherent for me, a woman trying
to live in a male culture: I have become
a scapegoat. This is similar to the battered
woman who deliberately precipitates a
battering incident because at least she
can control the timing, at least she can
claim that minimum of power.

discoveries, admitting to certain predilec
tions, fascinations, repetitive self-destruc
tive relationships, fantasies of rape and
bondage, unnamed desires and longings.
Ultimately there was no hesitation about
recognizing and claiming a mutual op
pression. So I am not alone, as I feared
through much of my journeying.
The past few years have been difficult,
a time of learning. I loved myself despite
my “slips,” reasserting my trust each time
that this re-emergence of the addicted old
self was only temporary and provided cor
roboration for the vital necessity of my
work. I refused to continue to whip myself
with guilt.
The Catholics would say I was placing
myself in a situation where the occasion
of mortal sin was amplified. I would
agree, except my involvement with S&M
was not only a sin as defined by a male
priest class, but a mortal sin within my
own definition of morality, mortality. In
one of my poems, the Whore of Babylon
says to Jesus:
“Sin is not in the knowing.
It is knowing and not changing. ”

Eventually I burned the catalog I purch
ased with five-hard-to-come-by dollars. I
burned The Dark and Luscious Terrors
of the Dungeon and the Whip, because
no matter where I hid its pages in the
house, I could not hide the contents from
myself. The women on those pages are
branded into my psyche forever. I can
imagine taking their faces with me to the
grave.
I can call their haunted images up at
will, those ghost women I know and don’t
know. In that summoning I struggle to
make them human.
M ^llia m Butler Yeats noted, “In dreams
begin responsibility,” and it was with
dreams that I began to lift myself out of
the mire.
I make joyous love in the dream fields
of my psyche, sleeping single in a double
bed. There is no sadness or loss upon
waking, for these images, the men in my
head, belong to me now. They are ten
der, good humored, brimming with joy,
spilling over with life. The props and
paraphernalia, the desire to be victim,
are gone, and sunlight and green
shadow remain. I am new ground, fertile
soil. The blossoms I gather are finally my
own.
I have learned to love the Beast, to see
my own face reflected in its frightening
visage, just like Beauty did in the fairy
tale. And I love him.
Christina V. Pacosz has been a resi
dent of the Pacific Northwest for 12
years. Her books include Notes From
the Red Zone, (1983, Seal P r e s s poetry). She is currently on assign
ment in Tennessee.
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FROM THE ELECTIONS OF OUR LIVES

1976
Soon I Shall Be Released
BYSHARON DOUBIAGO
DRAWING BY HENK PANDER

here was no food in the cupboards and there was no money in any of my pockets.
Max had sent a small check the week before. I hadn’t wanted to cash it, the bastard,
but then I reasoned he did just up and leave us without any source of income. As the
months had worn on I had become more, not less, devastated by the breakup of our
nine-year marriage. David was sixteen and Darien was thirteen. They were devastated
themselves, especially Darien. I was beginning to suspect the reason he left was because
he couldn’t handle her puberty—they had been practically inseparable since she was
four when he moved in with us. That, and the fact that I had finally decided I was really
a poet, that for all its uselessness and silliness, as he always pointed out, I had to write.
I had been holed up for weeks in the cold dark cabin on Albion Ridge trying to write
my poems.

T

The kids, though, were becoming more
and more social. It seemed they were
rarely home. I couldn’t force myself out.
Halloween, the week before, I had stayed
home alone and actually frightened my
self. I began to suspect I really was a
witch. I couldn’t keep a fire going. My
puppy, Geneva, was in her first heat and
from out of the woods came all manner of
male dogs, who howled and fought each

And it was election day, November 6.
I always voted. I, like all good Americans,
considered voting my patriotic duty.
So, late in the afternoon, after writing
all day about the American Revolution,
trying to make poetry about that, and of
Max’s desertion, I drove to Mendocino to
cash his check and to vote. I will always
be somewhat surprised, in witness to my
self and to others, how devastating

1 he redwoodsseem to absorbpain, which in the beginning is
wonderful, butthen the)’holdyourpainforever, andsoasthe
weeks and months go by and your lover hasn’t returned, the
giantsstandaroundyou as at theraw moment ofhis departure.
neighbors’ big beautiful thing that ejacu
lated mid-air as he followed us through
the woods when I took her out on the rope,
mockingly keeping his distance from the
stick I swung at the pack. And that other
one, such an ugly, sneaky creature that
Geneva seemed to favor. I kept thinking of
Shiva who lived down the road. She was
known to meditate many hours a day with
a gun in her lap. “If your dog doesn’t stop
barking while I’m meditating," she told a
neighbor, “I’m going to shoot it.” I was be
ginning to understand how she felt.

afraid I couldn’t shift, make the curve, my
paralysis, my depression was so deep.
The loss hit me when I came down over
the last rise of Albion Ridge and saw the
ocean and land in all directions. I could
see my whole life in that sky and the sea
and the sun as it disappeared. It was get
ting dark so early. They’d turned back the
clock the week before Halloween, as if to
announce it. The polls closed at seven. I
had about two hours. Sometimes I think
the beauty of the Mendocino Coast
makes pain harder to bear. The redwoods
seem to absorb pain, which in the begin-

ning is wonderful, the trees really are #
help, but then they hold your pain forever,
they don’t release it, and so as the weeks
and months go by and your lover hasn't
returned and you begin to know that he
never will, the giants stand around you as
at the raw moment of his departure. You
can’t ever escape the pain because now it
is your landscape.
Some of my depression must have
been the elections. Weird how they are
always the week after Halloween, how
our presidents are selected in Scorpio
when the sun falls so dark into Fall toward
Winter. I was going to vote straight for
the first time since 1964, which was the
year I first voted. By 1968 I had been
radicalized: I felt that to vote for the lesser
of two evils was to shun my basic respon
sibility as a citizen of the United States.
To vote for the lesser of two evils was as
much a contribution to the mess of our
political system as any. Things had to
change. Let it begin with me. Of course
others always argued that I was just
throwing away my vote.
So some of my depression must have
been stemming from this. I was going to
vote straight, an admittance of defeat in
my personal politics. On the other hand
I was a little excited too, tickled, to use
my mother’s word, which may be a South
ern expression as my mother is Southern.
This year I was going to vote for the South.
Having traveled there that summer, I was
aware of how despised Southerners feel.
“We re the niggers to the rest of Amer
ican,” one of them said to me. The South
is in many ways still a defeated country.
No one there seemed able to believe that
the United States had nominated a South
erner to run for the Presidency. I was
going to vote for the South, for my family
and for Galen, the man who had taken me
to his home that summer in Tennessee,
after Max left. Ha! I was going to vote for
that old Born Again Baptist from Georgia
who quoted Bob Dylan's “It's All Right Ma
(I’m Only Bleeding)” in his acceptance
speech of the nomination. (He who is not
buzy being born is buzy dying.) There
were some local issues and races I plan
ned to vote on too.
I managed to get to Mendocino. It was
pitch black already. I drove down into the
village to Ted and Judy’s house. As usual
my entire mood changed. I love people.
I just wish when I’m alone feeling like hell
I could remember how different it will be
when I get out.
Ted and Judy had been our last great
couple. Just before the breakup, probably
in the strains of both longtime marriages,
we had even found all four of ourselves,
one night in a San Francisco hotel room,
in bed together. Their room of course;
they had the money. Max and I, for the
balance, were the beautiful crazies. But it
was Judy and Max who had the great time
on the other side of the enormous bed.
Ted and I, the two heavies in the four
some, were utterly impotent with each
other, both of us more concerned with
what was going on with our mates than
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with ourselves. Anyway, I knew they'd
cash Max’s check. No questions asked.
Ted had the amount in his suit jacket—
even in Mendocino he always wore a suit
jacket. “Such a great guy to send you
money,” he teased, counting it out into my
hand. I hadn’t yet dealt with the pain they
represented for me of that old life. I hated
it that they seemed to side with him.
They wanted me to go to the Grey
Whale with them for a drink. I haven’t
voted yet, I said. Just a fast one, they
said. A drink will do you good. I saw then
the towns I love that were intended, histor
ically, to be County Seats, State Capitols,
the main cities, but because their self-as
sured citizens had started celebrating be
fore they voted, that is, they had gotten
drunk on election day, were now, for all
practical purposes, ghost towns. San
Diego instead of Julian. Seattle instead
of Port Townsend. In those days I rarely
went into bars. I had been in the Grey
Whale twice, both times with Max and
Galen and the woman they were both
fucking. I can’t remember her name now.
This was 1976, before the Great Grey
Whale Fire. The Grey Whale Bar then
was in the cellar, had been there since
the Twenties, or earlier. Now, the new
one, built by volunteer community labor,
is in the attic, but it is still called the Grey
Whale Cellar Bar. The cellar, now an art
gallery, is called The Attic.
The old Whale had all the atmosphere
of an ancient, moldy cellar, crammed with
irreplaceable artifacts of the strange and
terrible century. It was a long, narrow,
dark room with its only entrance at the
west end. From the walls hung broken
musical instruments, tools no one now
could identify, pieces of the old
stagecoach, photos of the old presidents,
barons of the redwoods and seaports and
first wineries, the loggers who chopped
the virgin redwoods after the San Fran
cisco fire, the sailors who sailed the trees
down to make the new city. The fancy
looking women were said to be the
madams of the whorehouses. Ted and
Judy’s house was said to be an old bor
dello— thirteen in the tiny village at the
turn of the century. Caravans out to the
logging camps. (These stories, I always

thought, were an attempt to break through
the walls of time, to make the past flesh
and blood.) And funky old overstuffed
chairs (when I hear Dylan's “Down In The
Easy Chair” I always think of the easy
chairs in the old Whale); it was a cigarette
left burning down in the springs of one
that started the fire one night after closing.
A fireplace almost too romantic. People
so legendary looking, one could only stare
and mumble and yearn for them. There
goes my story. But you don't even recog
nize me. And alcohol. Something I hardly
knew of in those days.
I didn’t even know then about Happy
Hour, that people get off work and go to
bars. I was that much of a homebody. But
that must have been why it was so

Danny, who had called to take me out
this very night and I had lied and said I
would be out of town, was staring at me
now the way he did whenever we met, in
the laundromat, passing on Highway 1; a
boy too pretty to take seriously, though
he seemed to take me seriously. Some
times I felt I could fall into him so easily
if I let myself, but then I'd think how foolish.
Such a boy would not be able to hold me.
Three of the guys were poets so they had
that “in” with me. Running Deer, for one,
a Navaho poet, and Brent, who was al
ways debating in his news column the
worth of my poetry, and Stan, who had
gone to Vietnam in the spirit of Wilfred
Owens in order to write the great Twen
tieth Century war poetry and came back

1 ed an d Judy had been our last great couple. Just before the
breakup, we bad ei 'enfound all fo u r o f ourselves, one night in
a San Francisco hotel room, in bed together.
crowded that evening when we walked
in. That, and also, the elections. Everyone
was out to vote. They were waiting now
for the results. You could feel the tension
in the room, in even this room, in this
collection of outlaws who some time ago
had taken Bob Dylan’s words to heart. To
live outside the law you gotta be honest.
I rarely drank in those days so it was
probably the tequila sunrise that Ted or
dered me when I said “anything" to his
“ What are you drinking?," that did it to
me. We had made our way through all
the people, to the east end of the bar to
the only hole in the crowd. It was shock
ing, so much humanity, after my weeks
of exile, the lights. And flesh of so many
men. Ted and Judy put me on the stool
and stood behind me. Judy said, “Oh I
bet you’d love tequila sunrises.” Tech or
dered two tequila sunrises and a scotch
on the rocks. Down the long bar were
sitting a half dozen men who had hit on
me since Max left, all of whom I had turned
down — I couldn’t imagine “dating” in my
condition— but whose eyes now met
mine in the mirror. And the bartender,

with a bullet permanently lodged in his
head. In fact most of the men in this room
were Vietnam Vets.
Judy was talking to me, slightly behind
me, something about Max or maybe it was
the elections, hardly any of which I was
hearing. Because I was beginning to cry.
Tears were coming, I could see them in
the mirror, that’s how I knew for sure. I
couldn’t move from my barstool, much
less listen to what Judy was saying, for
trying to fight them, huge teardrops, great
glassy balls of water shooting out of my
eyes, spraying everything, I couldn’t be
lieve it, pouring out like rain, like my coun
try and my parents from the sky, I could
see them in the mirror, the water was
coming out of me, me! reflecting the bot
tles and walls and all those men, so
shocked and embarrassed, every man
who put me here, that song was playing, /
swear I see my reflection somewhere so
high above this wall, that song, any day
now, any day now I shall be released and
the water was gushing out of me as from a
giant fire hose, but silently, I wasn’t sob
bing, I wasn’t making a sound, or a move,

the tears were coming out against my will,
just pouring out of my eyes. I never cry in
front of anyone. Never. Never. Not at sad
movies, not at funerals. Maybe this is be
cause of my father who if I cried won the
fight we were always having, and my hus
bands who always left me if there was any
hint of this cheap female trick. But now I
was crying, really bawling, here in the
Whale, this public place. All I could think of
was getting out of there. But it was so
crowded and I was so far from the door. I
didn’t know what would happen to me if I
moved. And what could be more embar- ■
rassing or silly than a female running out
the door crying? Better to stay right here,
unmoving. I was so humiliated for all
these guys who had shown interest in me.
I kept thinking, oh are they thanking their
lucky stars they didn’t get mixed up with
her! And so because I felt so trapped, so
unable to move, too impotent to help my
self, I cried even more.
What the fuck was happening to me?
Joan Baez singing Bob Dylan, that song,
“Soon I Shall Be Released.” You know
that beautiful song— I see my life come
shining, from the west down to the east?
That song has always gotten to me, al
ways wasted me— but secretly, I never let
anyone know. I always thought that song
called up so much sorrow in me because
of the years Max spent in prison. When we
first fell in love, at least I with him, he was
behind bars— he loved my body, no ques
tion about that, he’d ask me so sweetly
every visit to back up, away, against the
wall so he could see all of me— bars? that
fuckin’ tiny green mesh shit of the L.A. Hall
of Justice you couldn’t even feel flesh
through— so that song always makes me
think of all the guys still in prison and the
terrible anguish to be released. Yonder
stands a man in this lonely crowd. A man
who swears he’s not to blame. Yet all day
I hear him shouting so loud. He's crying
out that he was framed. I think that song
is the saddest song I know, except maybe
“Until It’s Time For You To Go Again,”
which was my song to Max when we first
loved each other when he got out of
prison. Something about the oak bending
and he’s sleeping be.side me, his semen
spilling out of me fust like the tears now.

For hamburgers
& homemade desserts
33 NW 23rd Pl
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Oh God how much I missed that man. I
was dying for missing him.
For all my embarrassment though,
everyone in the bar who noticed— and
most didn’t I think— behaved quite beaut
ifully about it. Maybe they thought I was
crying about the elections. Ted and Judy
were acting like nothing was happening.
Danny the bartender immediately ceased
his rapacious stare and looked away, very
sad seeming. He brought me kleenex and
a cup of coffee. Running Dear and Brent
and Stan seemed full of compassion and
respect too, meeting my eyes now only
briefly, enough to show sympathy and
their own pain and sorrow. So I guess it
was that song that was doing it to me,
that song that went on and on, my tears
that kept coming and coming. I could hear
in the guitars somewhere my father
screaming at me, “Better dead than redT
which made a new gush pour forth. I won
dered if my period had started, or what?
I certainly couldn’t move to find out. But
oh, Alcatraz in the San Francisco Bay
floated right into the sea of my eyes, any
day now, any day now, I. Shall be. Re
leased.
They say every man needs protection. I
noticed that my sister’s best friend, April,
had moved near me, in a sort of protective
way. It occurred to me, in a new flood of
tears, that I was doing this for her. She
had cried in my arms a number of times,
telling me her sad stories. I was probably
trying to make her feel good, to show her
that I too cry. It was so new to me to be a
single woman, to reveal my most intimate
self to folks I’m not intimate with.
Ted was making jokes now. I couldn’t
hear them well but I was thinking I-was
crying because I wanted him and Judy to
sympathize a little with me, to know how
much that great guy Max had killed me
and the kids. He handed me another
tequila sunrise. Huge tears splashed off
the end of my nose onto his hand. Ted
was a man I could marry, have babies
with, love deeply and faithfully, but I
couldn’t fuck him in a one night stand with
his wife and my husband in the same bed.
I suppose I knew somewhere that the grief
I was feeling in this song was not just for
Max and the guys behind bars, but for my

BREITENBUSH
HOT SPRINGS

RETREAT

self, my deep yearning, to be released,
emotionally, to be loved for my whole self
instead of being loved for all that I repress.
I had been married so young and my hus
band had quit talking to me on the night of
our wedding and never again spoke to
me, although I stayed with him seven
years and had two kids by him. I'd been
married so young, fifteen, I never had
mastered— or is the word mistressed?—
the art of dating. They say everything will
be replaced. They say every distance is
not near. And yet I remember every face
of every man who put me here. Though I
could hardly see any of them now through
the sheet of water on my eyes. I certainly
couldn’t trust any of them. I knew most of
them just wanted to fuck me— and oh God

I took LSD every day for years. I never
voted until last time, 72, McGovern, or
was it Humphrey, can anyone remember?
McCarthy? Anyway, I had a girlfriend who
convinced me it was important. We were
on Whidbey Island in Washington,
headed for the Central Tavern in Seattle
for the big victory party. It took us five
hours to get there and man, there weren’t
no party. The world was coming to an end
tomorrow. Fuck, that’s the last time I vote,
man. Never again. No way."
“I’m crying in public on election day!” I
blinked, swallowed, croaked. “It’s the
Bicentennial!” But even with my growing
understanding, the tears would not stop
leaking through.
“Oh, thank goodness,” Judy said. “Iwas

Icouldn’t movefrom my barstool,fo r trying tofight them, huge

teardrops, great glass)’ balls o f water shooting out o f my eyes,
spraying everything, Icouldn ’t believe it, pouring out like rain.

did that sound good— and one of them I
knew would gladly take all of me, even the
poet in me, and my kids and my female
pup in heat and her mongrel suitors too,
forever to his small, kind chest, but oh,
everytime I tried to imagine touching him I
started crying. I could see so clearly my
whole life come shining, that Max’s leav
ing me was just like the loss of my country
I loved so deeply, unconditionally. The
dream was over. Two hundred years. I
had loved so greatly and failed so utterly.
Heartbroken, I sat there, thinking I’d better
hurry and go vote before the polls closed,
crying for my country from the west down
to the east.
A man I didn't know, a wild longhair I’d
have thought would have been hipper
was saying how lucky we are in America
to be able to vote. My tears were like an
explosion then. If I could have spoken I
would have yelled, vote for what? For
who? In all the elections of our lives
there’s been no one, no one we could
love.
“Man,” another very cool looking guy
was saying. “I didn’t know nothin’ about
politics in the Sixties. All I knew was acid.

afraid it was my talking about Max. I felt
so bad for doing that to you. But then I
realized it was that song playing.”
Then she really made me bawl. “Oh,
Sweetie,” she said, putting her hand on
my shoulder. “You shouldn’t feel so bad.
Don’t you know men like to see women
cry?”
Then Stan was there. He said he
thought the song was the national anthem
for this generation. So Running Deer
came over and said that song was written
by Dylan after his motorcycle accident
and is about the release from fame, this
life, through death.
“That song resulted in Dylan changing
his career.”
April said, “It’s the Aquarian Age. Men
think all the world depends on them. If
they cry or lose control, all’s lost.”
And then Brook came over. Brook,
whose long marriage was breaking up
too— both of us had been married since
we were fifteen. “But that song,” she said,
“is about being released from prison."
Then these weirdos stood around me
and talked about how wonderful it is to

cry. God. Wonderful? Crying is HELL.
Crying is dangerous. Crying is like being
dragged with already bleeding skin
across broken glass. The pain it opens
you to is very nearly intolerable. I feel I’m
dying. And afterwards, when I stop, as if
I have died. The bottom. Crying is when
there’s no hope left. Defeat. To come
back from crying is to come back from
the dead. It is not release.
Though she is still singing his song,
any day now.
And it occurs to me now that my experi
ence with crying as hell, as next to suicide,
came from the fact that I only cried alone,
when I was certain no one could hear me.
My crying had never been communica
tion. I was so stupid, just like my country.
My whole life, so secretive, so unknown,
even to me, though shining, though com
ing, any day now.
And ever since then, whenever I think
of the elections, or eveny four years when
they come around again, I see myself on
that barstool in the old Grey Whale Bar
before it burned crying my heart out in
public for myself in prison like my country
in the prison of its own making. I was so
in prison I didn’t even know I needed re
lease, like my country in prison, except
for the ache that is pulled out of me every
time by that song, which I’ve understood
ever since to be my generation’s national
anthem, sort of the voice of America, her
crying and crying so publicly on the two
hundredth anniversary of her birth, for re
lease, all my generation crying, our lives,
our whole history so shining.
I didn’t get to vote that year. I was crying
too hard. Which was reason right there
to cry some more. But still, I know, any
day now, we shall be released. “Even the
President of the United States some
times must have to stand naked."
For Pat Fitzgerald who sits stunned and
crying as the results come in, this election
night, November 6,1984. Port Townsend,
Washington.
Sharon Doubiago’s last CSQ story was
“Son.” She lives in Port Townsend and
makes the West Coast her home.
Neo-muralist Henk Pander will debut in
Corvallis later this year.
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provides an instance of this self-knowl
edge. His art insisted on the value of the
present living life, no matter how ephem
eral or insignificant it might be in accepted
V W J
Uri yearn
cultural terms.
The job was clear: the art had to be self■tUiti
Qi
k created. And it had to te c r e a te d , at
enormous odds, out of the materials at
|>. hand, no matter how banal or one-dimensional or fantastic they might seem. In his
' first got to know Richard Brautigan in San Francisco in 1966. I had moved from
first
two books, Trout Fishing and Confed
Monterey to San Francisco that Spring and had taken a job at Pan American airlines.
erate General he insists on the primacy of
Monterey I ran around with Price Dunn, who had served as model for Lee Mellon,
the hero of Brautigan's first published novel, A Confederate General from Big Sur. When the will and imagination is insisted on, and
much of the humor comes from the colli
Price came up to San Francisco, we drove over to Richard's apartment on Geary Street.
sion
of the learned cultural knowledge '
He answered the door.
with the lived cultural experience.
lower-class life of logging and commercial
My first impression of Richard was that
I was very much taken with this view,
fishing and “stump-ranching" on povertyhe looked like a tall slim cross between
of life. I had attended college in the North
stricken farms, there was no room for art.
Mark Twain and a heron. He turned and
west for a few years and had been told
Once he said to me that he didn't know
led us down a long hallway to his apart
ment in the back of the slum building. The
hallway was lined with old tpngue-andgroove shiplap paneling and there were
posters of readings hanging all over. I
glanced into Richard’s writing room and
saw an old IBM typewriter and piles of
magazines and manuscripts.
Price and Richard traded jokes. They
had several routines to choose from. One

kickaad /zMMliqcui. U k lud tile in.
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and fiction. Of course, Snyder was multi
cultural, using Indian myths, Japanese
and Chinese models, and anything else
that would help him to write. With Brauti
gan s work, the starting place was always
very primal. He found ways of seeing fa
mous cultural items in a Northwest down
home perspective. It Leonardo da Vinci
lived in America, he would invent a fishing

sions and inventing myths for each other.
Of all of us, Price had the most fantastic
imagination. And he was not a writer. The
thing about Price's imagination was that
he acted upon it. There was never a clear
line with Price between what was reaf and
what was imagined.
I remember we were standing in front

0^ oMiAe at the tune (tictna/inl ueaA w d

way through the tourists and stood there I “And then you get a long bamboo pole,
beaming at them, as if they were old bud
you know the kind. Put a line on it with a
dies of his. “You know we used to catch
hook and then you put the corn cob on
them down South!’’ Price shouted back
the hook and you throw it in the river.”
at us. Richard and I drifted in behind him.
Price waved at the huge 6-foot-iong fish
A few of the spectators began to shift.into
swimming around in the tank with the im
positions of flight. They didn't like the
probable snouts of alligators.
looks of us and indeed they were right. “And when that old gar comes up for
Richard was wearing his battered grey
the corn cob. you can see them real clear,
hat and his vest with various emblems
and hell, they’re as big as a house any
stuck to it. I was in a large white knee
way— so when the gar comes up tor your
length smock with HIPPO embroidered
corn cob, you. ..drop the pole and pick up
on the back, and Price was in his usual
your rifle and you shoot them?
gear of jeans and a T-shirt with broken
The minute that Price said he shot the
granny glasses and curly frizzed hair,
fish, the tourists fled, sure that he was
looking like a Hells Angel on a lunch
about to relive those childhood memories
break.
with the help of his two weird henchmen,
“Gars!’' Price hooted again. "Why we
who were probably concealing the guns
used to land them just as big as that. You
under their clothes.
know how we did it?"
Richard and I looked at each other.

------—

heard, but more than th a t you don 't shoot
fish, you catch them.
The other thing I remember about that
first day with Price and Richard was chili
dogs. Strange to say, I had never eaten
a chili dog before. We were broke, and
so we stopped off at the Cable Car DriveIn for something cheap, and Richard
pointed out that the chili dogs were the
best value for our limited funds.
As a young writer I was fascinated by
w Richard lived. He had no job except
that of a writer. It is no exaggeration to
say that in 1966 I had never met a writer
who supported himself with his work. All
the writers I had met were teachers of
some sort, or had jobs doing something
else. None of them were just writers.
Richard was. Richard tried to live off the
money he made from reading his poetry
or selling his writing. For me he became
an example of a dedicated artist.
Of course at the time Richard was not
famous, only that worst of all possible art
ists in San Francisco, a local writer. I was
living in a back slum apartment myself at

«
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was Price’s coffee. Richard had only in- f
stant coffee. He was too poor to afford any
better. Price only used the strongest com
mercial coffee available, but then he had
money from time to time. Price would
make “sheepherder's coffee.” He would
boil water in a saucepan, throw in the cof
fee on top, turn off the heat and let it steep.
Then, when the coffee formed a rich thick
scum on the top, he would blow it off into
the sink and then add a little cold water.
After letting it settle, he would pour out the
coffee into cups. It was electrifying coffee,
mainly because Price was an extravagant
person and never used too little.
I left them to their routines and went
into the bathroom to take a leak. The
bathtub had a tear-shaped rust mark
under the nozzle. The ceiling plaster was
hanging down. Then I saw the royalty
statement from Grove Press. Confeder
ate General had sold 743 copies. From
its position above the toilet paper I could
imagine what Richard thought about this.
At that time Richard had only published
three very slim books of poetry plus Con
federate General. I was a young writer
with no books published, a few poems in
literary magazines. So far in my career,
I had earned one dollar as a writer. I iden
tified with Richard's situation tor that
reason— he was also living in poverty. But
we both had other things in common.
Both of us had been born in Tacoma,
Washington, and gre,w up in the North
west. We had both left young. We both
were Aquarians and given to extravagant
thinking. We shared a sense of the lowerclass rural life in the Pacific Northwest,

In his short story “A Short History of
Oregon.” Brautigan ends with a vision of
himself as a teenager standing before an
isolated house in the woods with rain
pouring down. A bunch of ragged children
stare at him from the porch. The yard is
full of metal debris. He says, “I had no
reason to believe there was anything
more to life than this."
The isolation, rain, dark woods and
poverty I had fled too We used to joke
about the Indian stories from the North
west, the long fantastic adventures of
Coyote and others. What else is there to
do but get out o f the rain and fantasize?
I felt a kinship with Richard’s work be
cause he had solved the problem of what
to write about and what to use. If his work
is read carefully, it becomes Clear how
fragile the things of culture are in his work.
His style functions with that fragility, in its
ability to fantasize change rapidly. To me
that is a very Northwestern trait.
We used to joke about the fact that we
didn’t know anyone who could be called
an artist when we grew up. In the hard
_______________________________________
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anyone who was now an artist who had
been given any encouragement when
young.
From the homely and shopworn images
around him, Brautigan created his art. He
was aware of this process. The chapter
in Trout Fishing about the Kool-Aid wino

M iu D OGSAND THE}JUMAN IORCH

that culture was somewhere else, back
East, in Europe; and I was given exam
ples very foreign to my life in the North
west. With the exception of Gary Snyder’s
early poetry, no one else that I was reading in 1966 used the places, names and
attitudes of the Northwest to create poetry

lure called The Last' Supper.
But to return to that first d;lay with
Richard and Price: we went to Golden
Gate Park. We ended up at the Steinhardt
Aquarium. By the time we had walked
there, the three of us were already creating a stream of running jokes and alfu-

of a tank of garfish when Price crossed
the line. That was the first time I had ever
seen a garfish. They are a southern fish,
found in the rivers. Their huge bodies
have an alligator snout tacked to the front
of them. Bizarre fish.
‘'Garfish!" Price shouted. He pushed his
___ _______
___;_____— —

____ —

Neither Richard nor I said anything. We
were watching the rest of the tourists
watching Price. There were a great deal
more of them than us, and Price's exuber
ance was sure to offend some of them.
“First you get a corn cob,” Price said.
People were backing away from him.

I

Both of us had been seasoned Northwest
fishermen, raised with a reverence for
trout and the almost chivalric code of
catching them. We took Price by the arm
and led him away from the gars. We both
had the same thought: this was the most
bizarre way to get a fish we had ever

777 Haight Street just below Divisadero. I
was personally aware of only two writers
then. Besides Richard, Kenneth Rexroth
lived around the corner from me and
walked his dogs. I was too shy to go up to
him and talk. I had moved into the district
because housing was cheap and
available. Once I started to walk around
the neighborhood, I discovered a lot of
people who were similar to me. These
people turned out to be hippies, according
to the newspapers. At the time, they were
simply local people who wanted apart
ments and pleasant nearby parks to walk
in. They were, like Richard, strictly a local
phenomenon.
Brautigan's
relationship
to
this
phenomenon has been both a blessing
and a curse to his work. His work, with
its penchant for self-creation and joy. was
representative of what people were doing
on Haight Street in 1966. (I would not say
it had much to do with what people were
doing after 1967 in the Haight district.) I
am sure that his work would have sur
vived without it, but the fact is that without
the audience that was there, it is difficult
for me to say that his work would have
reached as many people. That is a bles
sing, a mixed one, but still a blessing.
However, something needs to be made
. clear about this relationship between
Brautigan’s work and the hippie scene.
Richard had already written his first four
novels before 1967. He did not produce
those books to cash in on the craze.
As I got to know him, I discovered that
he had been on the dole from Grove
Press. They had bought his first novel.
Trout Fishing, and his second. Confederate General. They had only published
Confederate General, in 1964; it sold the
aforementioned 743 copies. His third, In
Watermelon Sugar, had been rejected,
and there remained an option on his
fourth, according to his contract. Each
dole check put Richard deeper and
deeper in debt, and there seemed to be
no way out for him. He left the Grove
Press dole when he submitted his fourth
novel. The Abortion, and they rejected it.
. I don't know if this account is correct in
its details, but at the time I admired him
for his courage and his belief in himself.
All I am sure of is that Richard was ex
tremely poor at the time I first knew him.
How poor? He would walk over to my
apartment on Saturdays or Sundays from
Geary Street. The bus fare was only 15
cents but he walked. Once I asked him if
he would like a sandwich before we
walked up the hilt to the Haight Ashbury. ■
The way he said yes and the way he ate
the peanut butter and jelly sandwich
stayed in my mind. From then on I would
have some food ready when he dropped
I by and we would eat a bit before we
i started on our rambles.
| Continued on next page
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He was very proud and he never said
anything about his money situation. Price
told me that on rent day Richard would
check down at City Lights to see if any
of the copies of his second and third
books of poetry— Lay the Marble Tea and
The Octopus Frontier— had sold. (In his
writing room I had seen the boxes with
copies of the small pamphlets and had
wondered what he did with them.) Then
he would make the rounds of North Beach
and see if he could put the touch on any
one for some rent money, if he was flat
broke and no books had been sold.
I never saw any of this. I loaned him a
few dollars from time to time and provided
him wijh transportation. I had a 1951
Chevy truck and after I quit my job at Pan
American, Richard and I would roam
around San Francisco, meeting his liter
ary friends, Lew Welch, Don Carpenter
and Michael McClure, among others.
We talked literature. He had been influ
enced by the poet Jack Spicer, although
he only spoke of Spicer as a man and
never of his work. He recommended the
Greek Anthology to me. His library was
a writer’s library, only literary works; the
rare anthologies or textbooks were the
ones that were given to him or he had
work in. Not surprisingly, he liked precise
writers, economical in their means.
One of the poets whom he recom
mended was Kenneth Fearing. He was
forgotten by this time and Richard thought
his work interesting. Looking back on it, I
suppose here might be an example of a
writer looking at another writer, who had
books published but was forgotten, a
minor writer. At the time Richard had no
publisher, he had no agent, and his only
published novel was forgotten. There had
to be some fear that this was the way he
could go himself, if he didn’t have some
luck.
It is hard to remember what exactly we
did and what exactly was going on that fall
in 1966, because that period was so full—
every day was an immense adventure for
me. I do remember the day I left San Fran
cisco. I was going to Monterey to live on
unemployment and start, as it turned out,
my first novel, Gush.
The night before, one of my old friends
from the Northwest had arrived in town.
She had a bag full of diet pills. I took her to
two parties, one on Haight Street and one
around the corner. I had taken several
pills, drunk a lot of beer and smoked two
packs of Lucky Strikes while I was show
ing her the town. The next day I had an al
cohol, amphetamine and nicotine hang
over. I felt like death warmed over.
I was in the middle of my apartment,
looking at the boxes of stuff, when the

have experience and a good memory as
my witnesses. By the next time I saw
Richard, he was on his way to becoming
a famous writer and he had lots of people
who were happy to get his groceries,
clean his apartment, take out the trash
and peel his grapes for him. Among my
acquaintances he has the record: 16
years and running. I remain awed and
moved by such a record.

doorbell rang. It was Richard. “Need
some help moving?” he said. Then he
took a closer look at me. He took off his
Levi jacket, propped open the front door
and began to pack the boxes down to my
truck while I turned in circles in the front
room looking for that mysterious box that
contained something I needed: a new
body and mind.
That day remains memorable for two
reasons. The first was that I stopped
smoking cigarettes that day. My tongue
was raw from all the Lucky Strikes I had
smoked while ricochetting from party to
party. Each time I reached for the pack
of cigarettes, my tongue ached. I could
not force myself to do it, no matter how
badly I wanted the nicotine. I had no
choice. I would never smoke again.
The second memorable thing concerns
Richard. As he carried my stuff down to
my truck, he talked to me. He has always
had a deft hand with hangover patients.
“You look like walking-death,” he said.
“When I'm done with this, we’ll take you
out back and shoot you. Maybe we could
just burn you at the stake. We could take
you up to Golden Gate Park and give the
simple tourists up there a human torch to
look at. They’ll be having a picnic on the
grass and the kids will gather around you
and say things like, ‘hey daddy, come
over here and look at the human torch I’ ”
The whole time he was going up and
down the stairs. “I’d say that you’ll burn
for at least a day,” he said, “with all that

l l f l onterey in 1966 was perfect for
I V I me. I did not miss the excitement
of the Haight Ashbury then. I collected
my unemployment and found a wonderful
house in Pacific Grove, overlooking the
bay. I began to discover a way to write
prose that satisfied me. I got the idea for
writing my novel and did sporadic work
on it, trying to find a way to get what I
wanted.
Meanwhile, the Haight Ashbury had at
tracted the news media. Scandalous arti
cles appeared in the newspapers and the
national media picked it up. Rock con
certs were condemned by the press. The
government worried that the youth were
going to damage themselves before they
could be given the chance to fight for their
country in Vietnam. There was no repre
sentative of this way of life in writing.

leftover alcohol inside you.”
His abuse of my delicate condition is
not what is memorable about this day,
although I remember it quite well. The
second reason why this day is memorable
is because, that autumn day in 1966 was
the last day I ever saw Richard do any
physical work.
I know this sounds impossible. But it is
true. He has never done any work since
that day that I have seen. I have an excel
lent memory, as this essay proves— even
when I am hung over and tormented, my
memory still functions. So when I say that
he has not lifted a finger since 1966, I

The prevailing literature in San Fran
cisco was that of leftover beats. The writ
ing was outdated and negative and
largely self-destructive. Popular writers,
such as Ginsberg and Ferlinghetti, were
regarded as forefathers and teachers by
my generation. But they were old hat, too.
Someone new was needed to write
about what was going on. To my recollec
tion Brautigan’s work wasn't considered
fitting. Because he had published some
work in Ferlinghetti’s City Lights Journal
and had a novel from Grove Press, he
was also old news to the literary people in
San Francisco. Again, a local writer. But
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literary agents and editors were anxious
to find someone who would write about
these hippies. Once a literary editor told
me that what was needed was “the Catch22 of the hippies.” In other words, a Gone
with the Wind, a big mover, a Big Fat
Novel. Brautigan’s work didn’t fit the bill.
Eventually, a small press, Donald
Allen's Four Seasons, put out Trout Fish
ing in America. I believe that Allen had to
buy the novel back from Grove Press,
who still had the rights and refused to pub
lish it. (It is interesting to note that during
Brautigan’s rise to literary prominence,
Grove Press held on to the rights to Con
federate General. They never reissued it
until his novels were selling in the
thousands. And even then they repub
lished it in small editions which sold out in
stantly. I remember Richard complaining
bitterly about this.)
So as the agents and editors looked for
that writer to represent what was essen
tially a nonverbal phenomenon, Trout
Fishing sold out in its first edition. The sec
ond edition hit a snag with the printer. I re
member Richard very upset with this—
the printer wouldn’t reprint it as it had dirty
words in it— because the time, he knew,
was ripe for him. Then a third edition came
out along with his collection of poetry, The
Pill Versus the Springhill Mine Disaster.
These too sold out instantly.
At the time, I had only read Confederate
General and a few chapters of In
Watermelon Sugar in manuscript, and I
was pleased to see how good his first
novel was. The mobile structure of the
novel with its recurring themes as a
melodic background for the diverging
episodes spurred me on with my own
work in prose. The mock narrative (“Sev
enteen years later I sat down on a rock”)
and its spare prose with the metaphors
that opened little doors to alternate worlds
was exactly right to my sense of prose at
this time.
It should be noted, though, that until this
edition of Trout Fishing appeared, it was
Richard’s poetry that was being pub
lished, in mimeo editions that were being
given away free in the streets.
This was how his audience was
created, alontj with his readings. He sel
dom read his prose at readings and it was
poetry that amused and instructed his
fans. These broadsides and books were
distributed by hand. The diggers did the
work, and the Communications Company
published them. This was instant litera
ture, without contracts or conferences or
editorial quibbling.
During this time I was commuting back
and forth from Monterey with some other
writers, whenever anything exciting was
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happening in San Francisco. We would
load up my truck and make the trek up the
coast. I remember one evening when I at
tended a meeting of the Communications
Company at Emmett Grogan’s apart
ment. The discussion was on distributing
a book of pornographic cartoons. At the
time, porn was only available under the
counter. The idea was to devalue it by giv
ing it away free. It wasn't until ten years
later that I saw the book. The writer Don
Carpenter had his apartment smoke
damaged and I helped him clean up. He
had a collection of the Communications
Company editions and showed me the
book. He said the work was dumped on
the street corners of San Francisco and
was out of print one day after it appeared.
This reinforces my sense of the pace of
events happening then, and the ephem
eral nature of the period’s products.
Recently I was talking to some Polish
editors at a luncheon and I tried to explain
how literary popularity on the West Coast
depends on readings and word-of-mouth.
There is no central magazine or press
here. There are only the New York pub
lishers for authority figures and not much
of their gossip and news makes a dent
here. Richard used to say about this
geographical problem for West Coast
writers: “It never gets past the Rockies."
So in 1967, with the media closing in on
the Haight Ashbury, the process was re
versed and the news went back there.
The media crush was on. And what they
found were not published books, at least
ones that could be bought in the stores,
but writing that was given away free on the
streets, if you were there to get it.
Media overloads such as this one
create incredible problems. Interviewers,
TV and
newspaper reporters— ali
showed up to extract their five minutes of
news and get somewhere else fast. With
them came the middle-class kids to get
wiped out on dope and free concerts and
spread disease and despair and stupidity.
By 1968 the only person I knew who was
still living in the Haight Ashbury was a
printer, Clifford Burke, who eventually
moved out.
Fame came quickly to Brautigan’s
works and to the man himself. He told me
once that he knew that he was in for a
ride when he walked into his neighbor
hood Chinese grocery store and the teen
age girl at the checkout counter was read
ing his book. Although he had shopped
there for years, there was no way that he
could have ever convinced her to read
one of his books.
Possibly the last time the media crush
was evaded and the community of the

Haight Ashbury tried to present itself free
of it was when the Invisible Circus took
place at the Glide Memorial Church.
Since I had a truck, Richard enlisted me
to help with the setting up of what he
called THE JOHN DILLINGER COM
PUTER COMPLEX.
This was the mimeo machines and
typewriters and stencil cutters, etc., of the
Communications Company. It was to be
an outlaw media center. Anyone who
wanted to print something could come in
and do it. There were also readings
scheduled for that night, and I was invited
to read along with others.
There were no advertisements of this
event, no tickets, no interviews or notice
given. The word went out. And thousands
showed up. The sheer volume sent the
publishing center into breakdown.
Machines ran until they broke.
The church was filled with people doing
events. Richard came back from going
downstairs to a coffee shop that someone
had set up in one room. There were tables
and chairs and waitresses, he said, but
there was also a large white sheet hung
up at one end of the room and a pornog
raphic movie showing on it. Richard said
that I shouldn’t bother to go down and
see it. It was already gone. He said he
was talking to a friend when all the wait
resses disappeared and the sheet was
split in two and out came a bunch of belly
dancers backed by a three-piece rock
band.

occurred. The saddest memory I have of
that night is when Richard abandoned
The John Dillinger Computer Complex
and read. He had brought a bucket of
clams with him. Or someone gave him
one. I was behind .him when he started to
read, and I saw that the audience was
completely amok. The noise was deafen
ing. I left. The Invisible Circus was closed
down at 4 that morning by the police. The
entire thing was a mess.
I go into detail about this because it pro
vides a background to what occurred to
Brautigan’s work. There is only one way to
become well-known in America as a writ
er. That is to have your work represent
something sociological. Whatever literary
values a writer’s work might have are of
no concern. Kerouac's work was said to
represent the media event of the beatniks.
Brautigan’s work was said to represent
that chaos that was out in front of the altar
that night in 1968. And it was chaos.
It is hard to imagine calling his writing
chaotic. His books didn’t hold be-ins or
smoke dope- or ride in funny buses. His
prose style didn't overdose in an alley with
a high school band uniform on.
This has to be said. The events of those
years had nothing much to do with writing
the next book and the book after that,
making something original and human out
of sentences.
As Robert Creeley has said in his inter
view with Michael Andre, Brautigan was
well-aware of how fleeting it was going to

Another room had been filled with foam.
This was a tactile room until someone
turned out the lights and it turned into as
group grope. The bridal room off the
chapel had been converted into a sensual
chamber and for a half hour each, couples
could go in and do whatever they wanted
on fur with incense, etc.
All this sounds curiously dated now, but
at the time it was not available anywhere
else, and certainly not at the speed that it

be and he kept writing and making what
ever money he could. Certainly the poetry
he wrote was responding to everyday
events, but the prose came out of a much
longer and precise attention to the world,
no matter if the books succeeded or
failed. The media event of 1968 still taints
the treatment his work receives from the
critical press. The attitude is similar to the
one shown Kerouac. Only Brautigan con
tinued working. His life changed, cer

tainly, but that is another story.

Copyright ©1981, Keith Abbott
POST SCRIPT— 2/11/85
Gar Fish was written for Gunter
Ohnemus, the German translator and
publisher of Richard Brautigan. Gunther
contacted me through my publishers,
Blue Wind Press, after they travelled to
Frankfurt for the book fair in 1981.
Gunther was planning a volume of Brauti
gan’s selected works and was trying to
find new material on him for the volume.
Like most Europeans interested in Brauti
gan’s work, he was taken aback by the
scarcity of criticism or even biographical
material, especially about the Haight
Ashbury days when Brautigan’s work be
came famous. Gunther asked me to write
something personal about this period and
its literary history as it related to Brauti
gan’s writing. However, the volume of
Selected Works was never published.
Although Richard had been through
some very rough times, from 1976 on, he
lived a good part of each year in Japan on
his royalties, where he hobnobbed with
Japanese literati and international artists.
I took the publication of The Tokyo-Mon
tana Express and its mild critical success
as a good sign. Richard returned to tour
ing and promoting, and so I was optimistic
that this bout of work would restore some
of the perspective he seemed to have lost
during the late ‘70s when he isolated him
self from most of his readers. Over the
phone he said he was also writing a new
novel. I thought it possible that he could
work his way out of his gloomy state of
mind.
Richard never really felt accepted by
the American literary community. The es
teem which the Japanese and European
critics held for his work only seemed to
exacerbate his sense of isolation. His
sense of rejection certainly has to be
counted as a factor in his depressed state
of mind. My own feeling is that the re
ported commercial failure of the new
novel, So The Wind Won’t Blow It All
Away, Brautigan’s depression about his
own personal life and his continuing al
coholism all contributed more heavily to
his suicide than any critical rejection.

Keith Abbott’s comic novel of the late
’60s and early ’70s, Mordecai of Mon
terey, has just been published by Ber
keley’s City Miner Books.
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transcendent fiction— the great
American Novel a la Dreiser, Fitzgerald,
or Hemingway— took it on the chin as far
as the dynamic ‘60s themes of social
transformation were concerned. Amer
ican novelists were apparently over
whelmed as much as anyone else by the
abrupt changes wrought by events sud
denly bunching up the way they did in the
late ‘60s when the assassinations of na
tional heroes made for a cruel collective
vulnerability to the mythic powers of vio
lence, whether it came from political con
ventions, rock concerts, the homes of pre
gnant movie stars or from faraway My
Lai. With the novel impotent, the fictional
voice of the 70s and so far the ‘80s has
been claimed by the short story, a form
in which pointed small takes printed in
dozens of different magazines recapitu
late the novelistically unassailable whole.
What was impossible for fiction— ad
dressing the whole— apparently isn't for
non-fiction. The big transcendent books
about the animating ideas of the past two
decades, the cathartic books that release
long-forgotten energies, the ones that
have no fear of ‘getting it wrong’ about
the recent past and the near future, the
ones that contain multitudes— these
books are all non-fiction: first-person ac
counts, histories, and biographies. Since
Capote and Mailer, non-fiction has been
the only serious way to write about mod
ern violence. Now, first-person non-fiction
is becoming the only satisfactory way to
write seriously at all.
The Vietnam war novel, the one most
recommended by Vietnam vets, turns out
to be not a novel at all, but the best-selling
non-fiction Chickenhawk (1983, Viking),
the story of army helicopter pilot Robert
Mason’s war experiences flying troops in
and out of enemy territory. Mason's lowkey journalistic account, capped by a
shocking one-paragraph summary of
what happened to him after the war, car
ries all the weight of the largest of novelistic themes— loss of innocence, despair,
then a kind of salvation— mostly because
the author’s actual point of view (a
helicopter pilot’s) is coincidentally central
to the whole Vietnam experience: It was
long believed by American military
strategists that the helicopter, with its
capacities for gymnastic rapid transport
of small groups of ground fighters, was
the key to winning a guerrilla war in the
Asian jungle. The strategists were wrong,
of course, and accordingly, the gradual
loss of certainty and purpose becomes
the thread of Mason's story in Chic
kenhawk. The realization that Mason, so
defeated and stumbling at the end of his
story, salvaged himself— by writing his
book— is thrilling, a thrill possible only be
cause the book cannot be dismissed as
fiction.
Also big, transcendent, and original is
David Bain’s first-person history of the
American colonial blood pact with the
Philippines, Sitting in Darkness (1984,
Houghton-Mifflin), fortuitously published
now, just as that very pact threatens to
explode.^ain’s book turns big as it turns
original: The author, leaping into his own
story, pits himself against historical truth
by traveling to the Philippines, ultimately
making his own peculiar ‘colonial’ pact.
Starting out fairly traditionally, Bain fully
and sympathetically writes himself into
the shoes of Kansan Frederick Funston,
an extremely short, pugnacious sort who,
along with peers-like journalist William
Allen White, came of age in the 1890s
yearning to create a new world out of so
much raw mater
yearning, in other
words, for the expansion of the American
sphere. Bain re-creates what were, after
all, the at-the-time-exciting beginnings of
the American imperialist impulse which
drew American troops outside the west
ern hemisphere for the first in this cen
tury's series of Asian wars, the last of
which made a conscientious objector out
of author Bain. His first book, Aftershocks
(1978, soon to be re-issued by HoughtonMifflin), was the first and still the best ac
count of violence attributed to post-Vietnam delayed-stress syndrome.
It was in 1896 when the Philippine guer
rilla war against Spain coincided with
America’s need for new markets to make
American intervention on the side of the
Philippines seem like historical necessity.
Spain lost fast and the United States won
title to Manila Bay. Frederick Funston, by
then a Colonel in the U.S. Army, led his
unruly Kansas regulars in the American
claim on the Philippines— as he put it, “to
sit on and hold down the little brown
brother for a few months” until American
influence could be established. Unfortu-
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SINCE CAPOTE AND MAILER, NON-FICTION HAS BEEN THE
ONLY SERIOUS WAY TO WRITE ABOUT MODERN VIOLENCE.
NOW, FIRST-PERSON NON-FICTION IS BECOMING THE ONLY
SATISFACTORY WAY TO WRITE SERIOUSLY AT ALL
nately, records indicate that once in the
Philippines, nearly all the Americans, both
troops and officers and not just the Kan
sans, persisted in calling all Filipinos “nig
gers” to their faces. Resulting Filipino re
sentment exploded in what became a fullfledged insurrection against the American
presence. The cocky Fred Funston, by
then a General, got the plum assignment:
Capture Filipino revolutionary leader,
General Emilio Aguinaldo.
At just that point in his story historian
Bain suddenly leverages Sitting in Dark
ness out of the past and into the present
and future. Furiously, he travels to the
Philippines, dragging along his brother
and several friends. Together, they follow

in the General’s 80-year-old tracks as
Funston leads a ragtag bunch of soldiers
on a death-defying trek up the treacher
ous northern Philippine coastline to cap
ture the young Aguinaldo, thereby snuf
fing the revolution and reducing the Philip
pines to a colony once again, this time
ours. Bain tells this story first through
Funston in 1901, then through his own
party's trials in 1982, then back to
Funston, then to Aguinaldo, then back to
1982, around and around and around.
The effect is exciting and suspenseful, a
triangulation on a moment in history.
Funston’s trip up the coast is full of adven
ture and mishap, philosophically purpose
ful, unquestioning and anticipatory. By

contrast, Aguinaldo's voice is stationary,
speaking from his remote northern out
post where he runs the revolution by em
barking couriers to his far-flung guerrilla
forces, all the while unaware of the forces
closing in on him. Adding his own harrow
ing coastal trek to the historical stew, Bain
amazingly puts his own former-BostonUniversity
Vietnam-era-conscientiousobjector self on the line. The unexpected
happens: Tormented, exhausted, starv
ing, and then abandoned by their Filipino
guides, Bain and his friends illuminate all
kinds of political contraditions. By then,
of course, Sitting in Darkness is no longer
just history. It has become a dialectical
way of looking at the very process of his
tory, transcending the usual linear boundares of “objective” history-writing
through dynamic first-person reportage.
A novel would have allowed the comfort
of literary distancing. Bain’s book
permits no such disbelief about
America’s imperialist impulse.
Elinor Langer’s first-person
biography Josephine Herbst
^1984, Little, Brown, cloth;
Warner Books, paper)
isn't just a biography
about ’30s writer
Josie Herbst,
either. It’s also
about author
Langer, herself an
intellectual who, in the
'60s, wrote about politics for the
prestigious weekly Science, who became
an editor of Ramparts and who, by 1973,
when she discovered the decanonized
and forgotten Herbst, was in retreat from
the radical movement, wondering what
had become of it. After stumbling upon
Herbst's novels, Langer set out, naively
at first, even reluctantly, then later pass
ionately and with much wisdom, to save
not only Josie Herbst but also renew the
increasingly tenuous thread of American
critical thinking. She accomplished this
latter feat by, like David Bain, abandoning
the tradition of objectivity. It is also enorm
ous— original, entertaining, and best of
all popular.
Nominated for an American Book
Award and a Book Critics' Circle Award,
both for biography, Herbst nevertheless
reads like a big, intense novel, with the
brilliantly inventive and maddening Josie
as the vivid main character who embodies
the rising influence in the 20s and '30s
of a radical critique of American society
and then the loss of that influence when
World War II suddenly changes all the
directional road markers.
Josie is there in all the scenes of great
social and political potential— pre-Nazi
Berlin, pre-revolutionary Cuba, the
Spanish Civil War with Hemingway. And
she is writing, both journalism and novels,
all the while arguing as if the whole world
depended on it, the sort of woman who
always knows how to draw the richness
from life. The way the story's told, with
personal and political as a single force,
Herbst absolutely resonates with the reborn-in-the-'60s vision of the individual in
society (not in spite o f it, as in this decade
so far). As Langer tells it, when the tide
turns against Josie, it is Josie’s doing as
well as society’s. Piling increasing
psychological demands on her husband
and lovers (mostly female), Josie finds
herself very much alone, isolated on her
Pennsylvania farm, diminished in her own
self-esteem just when passing time has
robbed her of her literary voice and her
audience. Ideas important to so many in
the '30s gradually became unimportant in
the public’s mind and then, with McCar
thyism, genuinely undesirable. But Josie
can’t process change, she can't trans
cend fast enough, so the creative juices
slow, like molasses in January, for years.
At the nadir in 1954, Josephine Herbst
wrote the only book of hers to survive her,
New Green World, a biography of pre-re
volutionary Pennsylvania farmer John
Bartram and his family living in a New
World full of potential. Josie had some
how found a way to reconnect with her
radical spirit, to restore American
radicalism to an honorable position, and,
later in her life, to come close, had she
only lived a little longer, to writing a mas
terpiece— her own story. Elinor Langer's
biography of Herbst polishes up that tar
nished honor once again, and it happens
primarily because Langer is there, bring
ing her own radical sensibility with her,
arguing with Josie about all her choices,
arguing, just like Josie, as if the whole,
world depended on it. Langer’s sym-,.
pathies for Herbst ebb and flow and even
occasionally dry up altogether, such as
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when Josie can’t change fast enough,
can’t see her way clear to a new synthe
sis. At such moments of disjuncture—
clearly intentional— between Langer and
Herbst, the relationship between the '60s
and the ’30s flies amazingly into focus.
So too, then, the relationship between the
larger tradition of American radicalism
and its inevitable future. This dynamic
projection, so central to Josephine
Herbst, never could have happened had
Langer left herself out of her own book.
With Langer in the book, the past is as
similated and the future begins right after
the last page.
The same thing happens with Mason
in his book Chickenhawk and Bain in Sit
ting in Darkness. In each case the au
thor’s actual identity coincides with the
narrator’s point of view and the authentic
ity matters in a way that can’t happen in
a novel. Without the helicopter pilot, the
conscientious objector, or the radical in
tellectual as narrators, the '60s war, or
the turn-of-the-century war, or the
radicalism of the '30s would languish in
the past. With their narrators visible, these
non-fiction books are cathartic in ways
formerly associated with great novels:
They assail unassailable pasts, break up
emotional and intellectual logjams, imply
the future. Whether the novel will ever do
as much with the themes of the past two
decades is anybody’s guess.

FILM SC H E D U LE

Sunday Movies
Sundays 8:30 PM

Penny Allen is the CSQ’s writer in
residence in Central Oregon.

3/24

Remember My Name

3/31

Talk of the Town

4/7

Body & Soul

4/14

Picnic

4/21

Man in the Cocked H at

4/28

Dead Reckoning

LLLtLULEV
LLLtLLLE
9 1 6

Stephen Leflar is a multiple-award
winning artist for his work in the CSQ.
He lives in Portland.

N W

2 1 s t

PORTLAND, OREGON 3 7 2 1 0

5/5

Devil and Miss Jones

5/12

To Be or N ot To Be

P H O N E

(5 0 3 ) 2 4 B -9 1 4 2

M ATT

BOOKS

•

RECORDS

•

L A B A D IE

CASSETTES ■

5/19 Framed

2601 N o rth w est V aughn Street
P ortland, O reg o n 97210
223-3302

s

MUSIC FOR THE
N EW AGE...

z

. . . at Artichoke Music. Come
sample our worldly selection
of records and tapes. .All
Windham Hill titles — still
onlv $8.00.

NIAf ■P o
ri
V v
■ t
l ilA
lO n
I Bwl

■^1 ww

A RTIC H O K E M U SIC g
111 N.W. 21st Ave. - Portland, OR. 9 7 2 0 9 • 2 4 8 03 56

□

Open: 10:30 6:00 Mon. Sat.

|

ELLEN'S FLOWED CADT

T H U R M A N STREET BO O KSE LLE R
• used • rare

C O R N E R of 21 s t & N W KEAR N EY

fine books

Flowers for LOVE AFFAIQS. PD O M S

bought • sold • exchanged

WEDDINGS AND INF1DMATIES
Boutonnieres and C orsages
made to o rd e r

2 3 8 9 nv) thurman
241-1344 12-6 seien days

2 2 4 -0 4 1 4

W estover W ools
Basketry ■ Dying
Weaving ■ Knitting Supplies
• Basketry •
Reed, Raffia, Hoops

• Dyes •
Cushing, Procion

• Knitting & Weaving
Wools, Cottons, Linens
Silks and Rayons

Class Schedule Available

Westover WCXJIS

A NNE H UGHES GUEST HOUSE
2 4 8 2 N .W . M A R S H A L L . S T .
PO RTLAND, OREG ON

30

Clinton St. Quarterly

9 7 2 10

(5 0 3 ) 2 2 7 -4 4 4 0

• Store Hours •
M-F 10-5:30
Sat 10-5:00
2390 N.W. Thurman
Portland, OR 97210

(503) 227-0134

YOU TOO CAN JOIN THE

Clinton

Northwest Portland
Attorney at Law

K. William Gibson
2066 N. W. Irving • Suite 2
241-8475

•
•
•
•
•
•
•
•

Personal Injury
Social Security
Bankruptcy
Contracts/Real Estate
Driving Under the Influence
Criminal
Wills & Probate
Small Business/Corporations

he -Clinton St. Quarterly is entering it’s 7th year with this issue.

T

Over the years, it’s evolved into the Pacific Northwest’s pre
miere independent publication, filled to the brim with humor, art,
fiction and politics. We've run the work of acclaimed national and
international writers, and a veritable who’s who of regional talent,
both writers and artists. In that time w e’ve won dozens of awards
for our visuals and our writing, and have been compared favorably
to such national publications as Rolling Stone, The Atlantic and the
National Lampoon.
That’s pretty diverse company, but it's probably a fair description
of our eclectic style and content. Through the years we have suc
cessfully avoided falling into any category, except perhaps our own.
We now print a total of 50,000 copies in Oregon and Washington
editions which are circulated widely in the two states.
In the last issue we asked you, our readers and supporters, to
“Join with Us In Making Publishing History!” We announced the
creation of the Clinton 500, a distinguished group of individuals and
organizations which would support our efforts by pledging $100
each. The response to date has been most gratifying. Over 250
pledges have been received, from fellow publishers, from elected
officials, but most importantly, from dozens of individuals, many of
whom had never given $100 to any non-profit organization in their
lives. Some wrote out a check for $100 and sent it off; others are
paying it off in chunks. Either way is much appreciated.

Call 241-8475 for appointment
fees, or other concerns.
Free case evaluation.

“Sophisticated. Aesthetic. Satirical, lyrical, literary,
eclectic. It’s Rolling Stone, Atlantic Monthly and Na
tional Lampoon. ” “
The B usine ss Journal, N o vem b er 12, 1984
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Just how will that money be used, you might wonder. A little
history is probably in order.
The Clinton St. Quarterly has been produced by basically the
same team for nearly five years. Each of the editors has an area
of personal responsibility, though we jointly agree on the material
we publish. Though the CSQ is and always has been a labor of
love, it has also been a business. We are devoting considerable
time and resources to improving our business structure, building
our subscription base and increasing our circulation.
To maintain long-term growth and profitability, the CSQ must
expand into a larger market, where 100,000 press runs and the
higher ad revenue that implies are feasible. We are currently de
veloping a third edition for Northern California, and hope to begin
publishing it early next year. With the move into the Bay Area, we
have the potential to become the magazine of our wildest imagina
tion, all while remaining headquartered in the city that has nurtured
us.
We ask you to consider pledging toward our sustained growth.
Your donation is tax deductible. Because we take controversial
positions and hew to no party line, we cannot depend on massive
financing from the powers that be. We need the support of our
readers.
Members of the Clinton 500 automatically become lifetime sub
scribers. Don’t delay in helping us make publishing history. Thanks
for your support.
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|

$100.

I

* A u th e n tic Scandinavian Pastry
* Big M uffins & Cookies
★C offee Cakes & Breads
* S prouted & W hole Grain Breads
* C offee

COME IN AND ENJOY!
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Pleasereturn to Clinton St. Quarterly, Box3588, Portland, OR97208. Thank you.

THATPALE, HOLLOWRUSH
“The division seems rather unfair— you have done all the work in this business. I get a
wife out of it, Jones gets the credit: pray, what remains for you?"
“For m e,” said Sherlock Holmes, “there still remains the cocaine bottle."
(The Sign of the Four, A.C. Doyle)
And he stretched his long white hand up for it.

mom

We became instant friend. She was
the busiest unemployed person I had ever
met. And probably the firsj artist. She took
four or five classes per day in her art.
How I envied her drive, and faith. How I
copied her heart. How we lounged on the

couches at night and laughed. How we
laughed.
As the months and years passed, our
friendship and laughter thickened and
deepened. Everything about her amused,
intrigued and inspired me. She began

7^

going out in the world with her work, giving
shows. How she stunned me with her
beauty and pain.
It was those black moods that felled
her. Over love. Over life. And the light in
her face would grow dim. Scary. Still we
laughed.
And then, after four or five years, we
lost touch. It wasn’t even gradual.
It was August of 1981 when I saw her
again. It was my birthday, and my apart
ment was filled up with party. She rushed
in, hugged me quickly, and whispered me
frantically into my bathroom.
“See this,” she burst out, pouring a
packet of cocaine on the porcelain shelf.
She chopped. “I will always ALWAYS
have this in my life.” She chopped.
“Cocaine is my love.” How she laughed.
How I died.
I tried to warn her. I told her cocaine
was mirage. I told her it taunted her, hint
ing and flaunting its greed. I told her it
was leaving her one step behind. “It’s
squashing your soul. It’s a tease.” She
was deaf. She was gone.
For years my friend and cocaine have
been together having the worst relation
ship I’ve ever seen. She’s lost in a chronic
and thorough obsession. Possession.
And her lover leaves no room for laughter.
And her lover leaves no room for me.

O o c a in e is part of the computerized,
consumerized, pre-packaged supersonic
sheep world in which we live. I hate this
world, because it robs souls. And I hate
cocaine, because it robs the souls of my
friends.
Why does cocaine take away the ones
we need most? It takes the magicians
who produce the most sparks. It takes
control of their lights, and it does a bad
job. Because the pre-cocaine magic is
warm. And bright. And the post-cocaine
magic is cold. And white. Jagged with
post-modern, linear edges. Blurred into
slickness.
I can’t stand seeing eyes that used to
blind me with light turn into flattened, dead
discs of grey. I can’t stand the rigidity.
And the edginess. And I can’t stand all
the dumb rationalizations. But what I re
ally can’t stand is all the soulless creations
that look like, act like and pretend to be
art. Because they used to be art.
Cocaine is a dehydrated surge. The
kind of surge the body turns right into ac
tion. Cocaine seems the perfect drug for
artists. Because artists swell up with an
energy of creation that has to come out.
And they fear most that blockage.
Cocaine, like an antidote made of the
same desperate germ, melts the
blockage. And it pushes the fears off the
edge. And the artist spews. Stylish spew.
Soulless spew.

don’t hate drugs. I love drugs. Since
I first tried marijuana— that major fateful
summer of 1966— being chauffered by
hilarious cousins through downtown
Seattle, with Jimi Hendrix wailing through
my ears, date-filled cookies melting
through my mouth, and hysterical laugh- ter rippling through my soul, I have loved
marijuana. And mushrooms and vodka.
You slide these substances into your
body and they change everything. Day-todayness is Xed out. Rules... tim e ... space
... Xed out. These substances absolutely
feed your head. It’s just the white, tam
pered stuff— the shiny, fluffy powders and
the geometric pills— I can’t trust. Just like
I can’t trust newspapers, television,
labels, pilots or George Bush’s face. They
are not biological. They are products of
modern minds. And I don't trust modern
minds.
I have tried “sweet cocaine” three ways.
And it has filled me with awe...awe for its
power to turn me and my friends into
blithering puppets. Puppets mechanically
mooing the magnificence of cocaine.
Maybe it is a personal problem. Maybe
I hate cocaine because instead of making
me feel good, it makes me feel like all my
internal and external systems have been
replaced with shattered glass. And these
systems are magnetized to pick up and
amplify the jagged. Or maybe it’s because
I’m a jaded old fool who must react
against others pleasures, because those
pleasures only serve to blare out my pain.
But dammit, I hate cocaine. Cocaine is
an elite rapist of the mind, body and soul.

It’s imperialistic. And at five times the cost
of pure gold, it’s consumeristic.
Cocaine has become the love of a gen
eration...mine. And I hate losing what we
had when we began. We had a hope...a
strong and unique hope. For a strong and
unique world. An original world. A revolu
tion. Cocaine— an imperialist— is counter
to the revolution. And the revolution must
never die.

/J ^bctia IdJoA
"If a lot of people are going to die here
because of United States' imperialistic
policies, then a lot of people are going to
die there because of cocaine.... It is a
war."
(Peruvian drug trafficker, “Snowstorm in
the Jungle,” Jaques Cousteau TV special)

Gcaiite., like. OK
lame. dLe&p&iate (jeAm,
ntelli the. tdodzocfe,. /In d
i t puriheri the ^eaAA. G^
the edcje. /In d the o/itu t
Soutte^i
l^oUle # 1 :
^he Coca dtea^ ^bata
"Coca is like a donkey and cocaine is
like a supersonic je t plane, with all the
dangers to the human and terrestial ecol
ogy that such technological miracles
imply....”
(Cocaine: A Drug and Its Social Evolution,
1976)

leaves and containers for the lime that
extracts the cocaine from the leaf. The
ancient Indians of the Andes gave coca
divine status. The Incas had a legend that
the son of the sun brought the knowledge
of coca at the same time he brought the
knowledge of gods. And the fourth Inca
queen was called “Mama Coca.” Coca
was nectar.
But when Pizarro and a small band of
Spaniards took over the Inca Empire in
the early 1500s, coca’s legend was taken
over too. If these weak, pagan Indians
had allowed their great empire to be con
quered by a handful of Spaniards...and
these same Indians thought coca was a
god...well, they AND their coca were
bunk. So, in 1550, the Catholic Church
published a book claiming coca’s divine
powers were nothing more than de
moniacal illusion. And coca was quickly
prohibited.
But the Indians were the workers. And
the workers, needing coca, struck. And
the economy staggered. Prohibitions
were quickly retracted. And a Jesuit priest
came out with a book claiming coca’s di
vine powers were real.

W hite M anlltpliCflii M an
^he

initial attempts to interest white

man in coca failed. Importing methods
were lousy, and the coca leaf arrived in
Europe in various stages of deteriora
tion— tasting like hell and impotent. And
anyway, it was a peasants’ drug. Too dirty
for the civilized white.
Except then European explorers
started visiting the Andes. And chewing
coca. And they liked it. Raved about it.
And it caught on fast. It was a new high.
A high that allowed one to perform great
feats with almost no effort while silencing
needs— such as for sleep and food. By
God, it was the perfect drug for a world
speeding upwards... grasping upwards...
towards ultra-civilization. Pretty little
round-leafed coca.

W hote tyox. *1he Cote
CZrythroxylon Coca is a flowering plant
thcit grows primarily on the slopes of the
Eastern Andes at 1500-6000 feet. It is
harvested three times a year. Bolivia and
Peru, at the heart of the region, produce
about 11.5 million kilograms of coca per
year, using 90% of the yield themselves.
The United States, the largest coca im
porter, both legally and illegally, buys
around 250,000 kilos per year.
The only legal importer of coca is a
chemical company in New Jersey, which
extracts the cocaine from the leaf for
medicinal purposes. The only current
legitimate medical use for cocaine is as
a topical anesthetic on the eyes, ears,
nose and throat, and to prevent retching
and pain in exams of the upper digestive
and respiratory tracts. The remains of the
plant are used for flavoring in cola drinks.
Cocaine makes up only about 1 percent
of the total coca leaf. The leaf also con
tains 13 other drugs, vitamin C, and most
of the B vitamins. Although addictive
coca-paste smoking has recently become
a problem among South American youth,
the coca leaf is primarily chewed with
lime, a cereal ash, or a powder of crushed
shells. A cocada— the period of time dur
ing which a wad of coca is kept in the
mouth (about 45 minutes)— is a standard
unit of time in Peru.
Studies say that coca is actually essen
tial to the health of the South American
Indian since it increases the heart rate,
arterial pressure and number of breaths
per minute. And when one is living and
working at altitudes so high that even
potatoes won’t grow, well...you need a
surge. And coca, for the Andean Indians,
is such a surge. A balanced and organic
chew.

feattie. #3.:
^he e/llAtovucal ^bota
Pretty little round-leafed coca
The only one who understands my life
You who understands man 's life
You are the only one who knows my fate.
(Inca song)

M ama Coca, M ama Coca

Constant inhibition, restraining normal
feelings, keeping back, covering, holding
in check atomic forces of the mind and
body, is an exhausting process, and to
this process all civilization is constantly
subjected.
(Drugs in America: A Social History 18001980, 1981)
^^ocaine, coca's major alkaloid, the heat
of the leaf, was isolated in 1855. The blitz
began. Angelo Mariani, a Corsican, be
came the cocaine king. He came out with
Vin Mariana, a cocaine-spiked wine which
claimed: “It nourishes. It fortifies. It re
freshes. It aids digestion. It strengthens
the system. It is unequaled as a tonic
stimulant for fatigue or overworked Body
or Brain.” And the public loved it. Endorse
ments came from all over. So Mr. Mariani
came out with cocaine-spiked lozenges,
candy and tea.
Then in 1880 Coca-Cola came out. It
was called the “great antidote for the
blues.” “Let’s have a dope" was the way
you asked for it. And then there was
Rococola, Wiseola, Dr. Don’s Kola and
66 more. There was also Coca-Bola, a
chewing gum tonic for muscles and
nerves. It cost 50 cents a box and con
tained 3/4 of a gram of cocaine per ounce.
And there was Az-ma-syde, an asthma
cure with 4 1/2 grams of cocaine per
ounce. And Ryno's Hay Fever-n-Catarrh
Remedy, which was 99.95 percent pure
cocaine.
The public was going wild for it. They
Joved that quick relief. But they were once
again going for the free lunch. They were
failing to realize there is none.

Cohe K ilti
He often hears people taunting or abusing
him, and this often incites homicidal at
tacks upon innocent and unsuspecting
victims. Nine men killed in Mississippi on
one occasion...five in North Carolina. The
drug produces...a resistance to the
knock-down effects of fatal wounds. Bul
lets fired into parts that would drop a sane
man in his tracks fail to check the
fiend... fail to stop the rush....
(New York Times, 1914)
^ y the late 1800s, cocaine’s crystalline

/ r l ummy bundles 2000- 3000-yearsold were found on the coast of Peru and
Ecuador. They contained sacks of coca

calling it the second scourge of mankind.
(Alcohol was first.) They said it was a habit
that developed more easily and destroyed
body and soul fasterthan even morphine.
Oregon became the first state to pro
hibit the sale of cocaine without a pre
scription in 1887, and other states fol
lowed suit. In 1906, however, there was
still as much cocaine being imported into
the U.S. as there was in 1974. An ounce
of cocaine went for $2.50 in New York in
1906. Yet in 1906 there was only half the
population.
What really broke cocaine's back were
the myths. It was said cocaine increased
the power of criminals. Especially black
criminals. Police departments insisted
their revolvers were useless against
them. And demanded much larger guns.
And within months of the publication of
the New York Times articles quoted
above, the Harrison Act— the first na
tional anti-drug act— was passed.
The import of cocaine still rose. Then
in 1932, amphetamines hit the market.
They finally dropped the bottom out for
cocaine. Because amphetamines were
cheaper. And longer-lasting. And am
phetamines created the same effects:
they made one productive. And productiv
ity, for a developing nation, is the key.

image was tarnished. People were getting
hooked. And destroyed. Doctors began

feattie # 3 :
'the Pht^olG(flcaL ^bota
A morphine addict can live to be 90...on
the other hand, cocaine...and all vari
ations o f the benzedrine formula, are ruin
ous to health....
(William Burroughs)

W olf! Wolff!
^ Z a t cocaine does to the body is
exactly mimic a state of chronic
emergency. Cocaine causes your body
to cry wolf, as it revs itself up for flight,
defense and aggression. Heart and
breathing rates increase, blood pressure
and body temperature rise, blood vessels
constrict, digestion is inhibited. But the
body has nowhere to go. And the body
has nothing to fight...but itself.
Cocaine also goes directly to work on
the nervous system. It prevents receiving
cells from sending back messages. So
they become over-stimulated, while the
senders just become weak. Cocaine: ever
the imperialist.

MoWzetf. 2) a

On two experiments done with monkeys
and rats, the results were foreboding. The
monkeys could shoot themselves up at
will with either morphine or cocaine. They
used both drugs— cocaine primarily dur
ing the day, and morphine at night— until
they became so disoriented that no pat
tern existed in time. Two to four weeks
later they became delirious. Soon after,
they were dead. When the same experi
ment was done with morphine alone, it
went on for more than a year. And the
monkeys— except for an occasional in
fection— were fine.
The rats, on the other hand, were given
unlimited access to cocaine. In a week or
two, they lost up to forty percent of their
body weight, their sleep and grooming
habits disappeared, and they died from
convulsions and viral infections within two
to three weeks.
Cocaine: a non-addictive drug?

feattie, # 4 :
"the Stotiwlical tbota
i l le g a l coke trafficking siphons approx
imately $30 billion per year off the U.S.
economy, four times what heroin does.
And if the cocaine trade were included in
Fortune's list of the 500 largest industrial
corporations nationwide, cocaine would
rank 7th in volume for domestic sales,
between the Ford Motor Company and
Gulf Oil.
It is estimated that 5000-people-perday try cocaine. And that eight million
Americans, half women and half men, use
cocaine regularly.
Cocaine increased in use over three
times between 1976 and 1981. And be
tween 1970 and 1982, there was a 500
percent increase in people seeking help
for cocaine abuse.
Fifty percent of the women callers to a
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cocaine hot line said they preferred
cocaine to friends, family, work, sex and
food.
Cocaine: a non-addictive drug?

battle # 5 :
^bata
That humanity at large will ever be able
to dispense with Artificial Paradises
seems very unlikely. Most men and
women lead lives at the worst so painful,
at the best so monotonous, poor and li
mited, that the urge to escape...if only for
a few moments...is and always has been
one of the principle appetites of the soul.
(Aldous Huxley)
The psychic effect of [cocaine],..con
sists of exhilaration and lasting euphoria,
which does not differ in any way from the
normal euphoria of a healthy person...one
is simply normal.
(Sigmund Freud)

cAiCflt, Sujeel O I ICPUGI
I was five, the funniest thing was
sitting on a swing twisting the chains
around and around as tightly as they
would go. And then releasing the swing
and me, twirling and whirling, and ending
up so dizzy I couldn’t even walk or think
straight. And hyperventilating. And suck
ing balloons so I could talk duck talk. The
extra-ordinary is a universal quest.
They say it’s inherent— this craving to
alter our heads. Getting dizzy, or ducklike,

are primary manifestations. But then we
age. And age mothers fear. And then fear
in the guise of The Rules tries to stop us.
DON’T TWIST THAT SWING. DON’T
TALK THAT TALK. YOU’LL FAINT. And
we stop. And the drive is pushed down.
Or we hide. And do drugs.
It’s an obvious phenomenon. Repress
something then and it pops out now— an
tagonistic...and warped.

MotheA, 9 C an

a much higher high. Because there are
no tolerance levels, toxic levels or guilt.
Because you don't have to worry.
If you use Visine all the time, your tear
ducts get lazy. They stop producing on
their own. And if you get your highs from
drugs all the time, your internal high pro
ducing abilities get lazy. YES. Drug-users
may actually be de-powering their endor
phin-producing mechanisms by artificially
creating the states that mimic. It is a rape.

9t

It may be possible to regulate the pro
duction of endogenous substances (inter
nal highs) through conscious con
trol... and govern their conscious experi
ence....
(Classic Contributions to the Addictions,
1981)
^ h e discovery of encfomorphins, those
brain-produced opiates, proved to at least
the world of science that our bodies can
produce what drugs can. In fact, the struc
ture of endorphins is precisely the same
as the structure of opium. And there are
sites set up to receive opiates in all of us.
They did not evolve to react with opium.
They evolved to react with ourselves.
Learning to control our own juices has
got to be the challenge for today. We were
onto it for a while, but it passed out of
vogue. (As if it were a matter of vogue in
the first place.) That we can get high with
out the material world...that we are sejfcontained...to work towards realizing that
would be revolutionary. But we get so
used to instant gratification that we just
don’t have the patience or the time.
In essence, however, a self-contained
high is a better high." Because it can be

*Z4e tyisud battle:
^h e

the dteasd

We shall not cease from exploration
And the end of all our exploring
Will be to arrive where we started
And know the place for the first time.
(T.S. Eliot)

<Z4e WilctneAA. W itlu n 24A,
9A the. C onnection o^ -9 .^
M ou cannot bandage global psychosis.
You cannot make horrors go away by
forcing them out of existence. That’s like
spraying pesticidefe. Or using antibiotics
so strong that they not only wipe out the
infection, but also every growth, good or
bad, that is in the way. It’s imperialistic.
My generation— this poor-little-richbaby-boom generation— brought up in
such a schizophrenic time. We were born
when all the American myths were still
intact. And we’ve lived through the de
terioration of them all. It is hard. But I
thought we were onto something new. I
thought we were going to rise above the
wasteland into some sort of wild, but pure,

anarchism. We were going to follow the
rules of the Earth, based on Real and
Grounded Values. So what happened?
There is no question that it is damn
strident, stringent and stupefying out
there. Everything is on the edge. It’s too
loud, too bright, too muddled, too
crowded, too big. Your senses can get
scorched out there. But if there isn't a way
to rise above it, wouldn’t we already be
dead?
I’m not attempting to encourage the
heavy hand of the law, nor can I deny the
pleasures of mind-expanding earth-made
drugs. BUT I think it’s time to phase out
our man-made crutches.
The real revolution would be to get
clean. The real revolution would be to
have fun, get high, and produce our mas
terpieces powered solely by ourselves.
Otherwise, it seems like the artificiality in
herent in this society is inherent in what
we do.
It is absurd, ironic and idiotic that this
generation that has always rejected the
pre-packaged
re
prescription
of
medies...this generation that has always
criea out against the kind of mentality that
looks to materialism and consumerism for
fulfillment...would be so wild about the
cocaine edge...that pale, hollow rush. Be
cause with cocaine we are caught up in
all that can scorch, like moths are caught
up by the lamp. And that is pathetic. It
makes us the biggest hypocrites of them
all.
Leanne Grabel is a frequent con
tributor to the CSQ who just put to
gether her first book of poetry. She
lives in Portland.
Andrew Larkin is a member of
Portland’s Inkling Studio.

come to the Sea Sprite — 5 blocks north of Tolovana Store,
call 436-2266, or write P.O. Box 66, Tolovana, OR 97145

"Quite simply,
the Best"
Selected the finest
seafood restaurant in Oregon
Oregon Magazine. December 1984

1287 S. H em lock
Cannon Beach, OR
436-1179
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CANNON DEACH
DOOK COMPANY
P.O. Box 634
132 North Hemlock
Cannon Beach, OR 97110
(503) 436-1301
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Dinners begin at 5:30
Tues.-Sat.
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O ne of the nation's most t wWandini
programs. Spend a week or
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for b ro ch u re
Portland State L'niverefty
Post Office Box 1491
Portland, Oregon 97207
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Oregon Public Broadcasting
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GENERAL LEDGER ACCOUNTING
Our Computerized Service
Responds to YOUR NEEDS.
•
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The Law Firm of

SANDERS , DIXON , N ICHOLLS
SIEGEL & FRIEDMAN

Tailor-Made Financial Statements
Proven System Used by CPA’s
Accounting and System Consultants
Do-It-Yourself Options

have underwritten
the award-winning radio series

We also offer the BEST in
Mail Management Services.
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FOR MORE SPRING IN YOUR BIKE.
OR A BIKE IN YOUR SPRING...

CAFE
3610 S.E. Hawthorne Blvd.
Portland, Or. 97214

Works
2025 SE Hawthorne, Portland, Oregon 97214 • 503/230-7723

“THE BEST AND MOST AUTHENTIC-TASTING
BAGELS PROTLAND HAS EVER SEEN”
Karen Brooks, Willamette Week review

OUR CAFE IS NOW OPEN
SERVING BEER AND WINE
BREAKFAST'
Tuesday

LUNCH
through

Saturday

DINNER

Tuesday-Saturday 7am-8pm

Sunday 8am-2pm

3568 S.E. H aw th orn e 223-9405

(Offer expires June 1st, 1985)

3731 S.E. Hawthorne • (503) 232-1010

THE
H AGGLE S HOP
FINE FURNITURE
ANTIQUE COLLECTABLES
1/2 Hour Sauna & Hot Tub
1 Hour Professional Massage
I/2 Hour Sauna & Hot Tub

Located at Common Ground, A Center for Wellness
2917 N.E. Everett

Tell our advertisers
you saw it in CSQ!

REASONABLE PRICES
SPECIALIST IN ORIGNIAL ART PRINTS
(PARRISH, ARMSTRONG, ADVERTISING & CALENDAR ART, ETC.)
O PEN TUES-FRI 10A M -5:30P M SAT 11AM -5PM

3734 SE HAWTHORNE
232-0167
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PORTLAND

P A S T R IE S • L U N C H • L IG H T D IN N E R S

PAPA HAYDN
5829 S.E. MILWAUKIE • 232-9440 • CLOSED S U N -M O N
701 N W. 23rd • 228-7317 • CLOSED SUN

I'Ve Buy & Sell Books

VICTORIAN
STYLE
LAMPSHADES
Colored Catalog
Available
$3.50 (refundable)

includes 55 shades

^ K le ith Scales, Portland-based director, actor, sp eak er an d
15% OFF
ALL BASES
12-5:30
MON THRU SAT
3534 S.E. HAWTHORNE
PORTLAND. OREGON 97214

The 'Paper fyfoon 'Boo^ore-^
Portland, Or.
3538 S.E. Hawthorner
23 6-5105

peace activist, h a s dedicated h is life an d w o rk to help in g
people recognize th e th r e a t of n u c le ar w a r and to seeking
out so lutions posed by political an d m ilita ry conflict in th e
n u c le ar age.
Scales grew up in London, playing on
bomb sites as a child, living in a tough
part of the city as a young man amidst
the conflict and stagnation of the British
lower classes. “I saw lots of fighting,” he
says of those days. “I’ve bashed and been
bashed, and after a while I just hated it.
I don’t like hurting other people, and I cer
tainly don’t like to be hurt myself.
Today, a veteran of 15 years on the
Portland stage, Scales sees as the con
tinuing theme of his work his belief that
“It's a wonderful world. I think we live in
the Garden of Eden, and it’s healthy to

“can excuse a lot of eccentric behavior.
But I don’t want to do that.” Does that
mean he takes full responsibility for his
eccentric behavior? “Well, yes,” he ad
mits. “I know I’m strange.” Then, after a
pause, “Actually, I think I’m perfectly ordi
nary.”

HA

A
couple of years ago I became so
frightened by the thought of nuclear war
that I found it impossible to go ahead with
business as usual and to do the kind of
plays that were available to me around
town. The main problem was that people

Portrait of the Artist as Activist
By Margot Beutler
Photo by Eric Edwards

Radio Soap Box

"Open Mike — Speak Your Mind"
April 8-12 10-10:30 a.m.

A
Howlin’
Live from the East Ave. Tavern
April 12

8 p.m.

SLEAZE

” l f y c u r h e a r t c a n ta k e it ”
A p ril Z € 1 a .m . t ill . . .

celebrate this beauty. It never ceases to
amaze me how we can turn the world into
such an ugly place.”
Soft spoken, his English accent has be
come almost too Americanized for his re
cent role as a lecherous Britisher in Alan
Ayckbourne’s Relatively Speaking.
Scales supports his modest lifestyle by
serving chocolate cake (and other in
dulgences) at Rimsky-Korsakoffee House
in Southeast Portland. This and occa
sional maintenance work on the Victorian
building in which he lives, enables Scales
to pay the rent and make his monthly
child-support payments.
Toby, a towheaded six-year-old with his
father’s inquisitive eyes, has absorbed
the theatre through visitation afternoons
whiled away at play rehearsals. Scales,
who calls Toby his greatest teacher, was
epneerned that Toby was bored with re
hearsals until he overheard him tell a
young friend: “Let’s play theatre. I’ll be the
director and you say this line.”
“Or I would be driving around town in
my truck with Toby, and we would ex
change lines from Private Lives." They
drive around in a funny old panel truck,
originally painted with an advertisement
for Shakespeare in the Parks, now sport
ing side panels proclaiming the Portland
Move-a-thon, a 1984 fundraising event for
the Watkins Project. Last summer, Scales
and Toby cruised up and down the Ore
gon coast, living in the back of the truck
while Scales gave one-man Shakespeare
readings. “I’ve had so many wonderful
times in that truck, I couldn't possibly sell
it now. The only way I’m going to get a
little car is if I ever make enough money
to have two vehicles."
“Saying you’re an artist,” Scales notes,

were ignoring the threat of nuclear de
struction, and I wanted to do something
to draw attention to it.
“Let me tell you a story about how I got
involved in PAND (Performing Artists for
Nuclear Disarmament) and the nuclear
situation. When Linda Williams-Janke
founded the Portland chapter of PAND,
it started out with an inaugural rally at the
Northwest Service Center. My friend
Johnny Stallings directed Gaynor Sterchi
and myself in a piece called When the
Wind Blows. I played a character who, at
one point, had to hear the news on the
radio of a pre-emptive nuclear strike, that
in three days the bombs would start fal
ling. During rehearsals, when we would
come to the part where I heard the radio
forecast, Johnny would say, “No, I just
don’t believe that moment.” As an actor,
I didn’t have a very clear image of what
I was supposed to be responding to, of
incoming atomic bombs.
“I would walk around the streets of Port
land, and it all seemed so solid and very
real. I couldn't imagine concrete melting
and bank towers falling over. After a while,
I started to force myself to see what I
needed to see for that play. In the few
weeks after that performance, I found my
self appalled by the sheer number of nu
clear weapons. We have enough to kill
this planet several times over, yet we are
still building them at the rate of three a
week, and our control over them becomes
less and less every day.
“I realize now what nuclear weapons
are, how they work, what it would be like
if one of them landed. It was that one
moment in that one performance that was
the trigger for me to a kind of awakening
This awakening is happening a lot in
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people. One day they are going along
blithely wondering about the price of
cornflakes, and the next day they realize
they’re sitting on a keg of gunpowder that
could go off any second.
“As the result of this awakening, I found
that I couldn't possibly spend my time
working on material that wasn’t somehow
addressing the situation. I felt like I was
falling over a cliff and couldn’t possibly
stop thinking about how I was going to
stop myself from hitting the bottom of the
chasm. And not just myself, but the whole
world. So my work in the next couple of
years centered around PAND, more and
more.
“I know that nuclear weapons exist and
that they can’t unexist. But I certainly don’t
think that the solution to the stalemate
lies in building more nuclear weapons or
spreading abroad more than there al
ready are. I don’t really think the solution
is going to come about through bargain
ing, either. I think we need a new thought.
As H.G. Wells said before the atomic
bomb was developed, At this point hu
manity must either go sharply up ordown,
and the odds are that it will go down and
out.’
“When you look around today at the
terrible fix the human race has gotten it
self into, Wells’ prediction seems abys
mally true. But I’m just not yet ready to
surrender the thought that somewhere,
among us all, we have the solution to the
problem.
“I also don't believe the attitude that the
final holocaust was foretold in the Book
of Revelations and the only thing we can
do is be ‘saved.’ That seems to me a very
dangerous attitude: Just have faith be
cause you don’t have ultimate control
over the explosion of the planet.’
“I think we do have ultimate control, and

if the world blows up it will be our fault. I’m
not saying I understand the relationship
between God and man. I just think that all
the evidence points to the fact that if all
those nuclear weapons are set off, it will
be a person who did it. I don’t know
whether or not we have free will. I just
think we should do everything we can not
to set it off. That’s the only sensible way to
operate.”
“My response was, Well, we have an
emergency here. Let’s do a play.’ But
when I looked on my bookshelf, I couldn’t

“To ‘love your enemy’ seems like an
emphatic injunction— but we just have to
do it. There is no alternative. There are so
many of us and our technological
capabilities have become so far reaching
that we just cannot continue to have nu
clear conflict on the planet, or the planet
will disintegrate. We have to get along
with each other, whether we have
ideological difficulties or not.
“I saw the play Son of Man on the Lon
don stage, at a time when I had scornfully
rejected the Christian Church. I was, I

Dcales solution has been to turn the theatre into an arena
for provocative ideas where people can be stimulated to
examine their thoughts and to begin the quest for peaceful
solutions to the world’s most pressing problems.
find anything that seemed to address the
situation. The reason is because we
haven't been here before.”
S c a le s ’ solution has been to turn the
theatre into an arena for provocative
ideas where people can be stimulated to
examine their thoughts and to begin the
quest for peaceful solutions to the world's
most pressing problems. In late March,
Scales will open a six-night run of a British
play about the peace-oriented message
of the man Jesus. Following each staging
of Son o f Man, the audience will be invited
to stay and discuss the implications of the
teaching to “love your enemy."
“What I like about Son of Man is the
pragmatism of it. W.H. Auden said at the
outbreak of WWII that we must love one
another or die. Whether it's possible to
love your enemies or just tolerate them—
maybe this is the best we can hope for.

think, 26. I went because this is a play
about a man who is at least intriguing,
whoever he was. I have never become a
Christian, but I certainly have no disre
spect for Christianity at all. I have the
deepest and most profound respect for
the man Jesus and for anybody who gen
erally attempts to live life according to the
precepts Jesus elaborate^.”
On one of his trips back to England,
Scales found a copy of Son of Man in a
London bookstore, a lone copy he
snatched up to bring back to America with
little thought of producing it over here.
“The idea occurred to me once in a
while— but a play about Jesus? I didn’t
know what theatre in town would produce
it.” Now he's producing it himself.
“I don’t know if the message of Son of
Man, to love your enemy, necessarily will
work now. It just strikes me as stupid that
in a country composed largely of Christ

ians and with a Constitution based on
Christian principles, our taxes go to build
a nuclear arsenal based on first-strike
weaponry. It seems to me most un-Christian, and I think this contradiction needs
to be pointed out.
’’Son of Man never mentions nuclear
war directly. The play is oblique. It says
things like: You may be the last genera
tion on Earth’ and ‘Don’t you realize, your
entire livelihood depends on violence and
fear?’ Essentially, our situation today is
the same as that in Biblical times. Jesus
was talking in a time when great conflict
and oppression were the norm.
“It’s significance lies in going back to
basics and talking about attitudes that
lead to war. The only way we are going
to avoid blowing ourselves to bits with
nuclear weapons is by avoiding military
confrontation.
“The plays I feel like doing are the kind
that reconcile, that bring people together,
that show the Protestant and Catholic, the
communist and capitalist. The thing that
is hardest for me to deal with is that kind
of fatalism toward humanity, that lack of
feeling toward other creatures, which
leads us to think the human creature must
be an ugly and selfish thing.
“In the end, it's not so appropriate to
be concerned about what you’re getting
out of life. It's more appropriate to think
about what you’re putting into life— then
you develop a sense of responsibility. It’s
part of growing up. This has changed my
attitude toward art, too. But I believe art
really needs no function beyond its own
existence. The creation of beauty, of
humor, of truth is an end in itself.”
Son of Man/Hard Questions will play
at St. Mary’s Academy in Portland on
March 22-24 and 29-31.

I-----URBAN LA N D SC A P E D ESIG N S
large & small spaces
japanese gardens
bonsai instruction
plant selection & maintenance ideas
edible landscapes
Michael Sievers, proprietor
b.s. in landscape architecture

(503) 282-0153

THE BEST
Huevos
Rancheros
Omelets
Salad Bar

T im

^ o c o b s s o n ’s

W ood en S p oons R e sfo u ra n t
"A treat in fine dining"
S o i n its f o r D r e a k f o s t • l_ u n c k • D i n n e r o r S u n d a y D r u n c k

ESPRESSO
BEER & WINE
Available after 5
for Private Parties
up to 150

Karin & David Orange

GREAT DESSERTS! LITE DIGGERS &
IGTIMATE RELAXED ATMOSPHERE

R e s e r v a t i o n s a c c e p t e d f o r D i n n e r & D r c tn c k

26+E & C lin to n

2 3 2 -6 2 8 2

A Concentration
on the Canyon
Cinema Collective
PSU Film Committee
Lincoln Hall 75
7:30 p.m. Fridays
Free
229-4454
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Drive Time is News Time
on KLCC89 FM
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CROWERS OF ORGANICALLY GROWN PRODUCE SINCE 1972

Quality organic and natural products
• Conserves, Apple Butter, Marmalade
• Pickles - Whole, Chips
• Carrots, Potatoes, Beets
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Support Organic Agriculture

Buy Cascadian Farm products and produce from the Lipper Skagit Valley.
By people who care about the health of the land and the health of the consumer.
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"O u r Natural Food Begins W ith Natural Farming"
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Don Hein

Michael Canning

WEEKDAYS 3:30-6 PM
NEWSEVERY HALF HOUR . WEATHER
BUSINESS&STOCKREPORTS • HUMOR
• WORLD NEWS & LOCAL COVERAGE
THE BEST JAZZ . . . IN FM STEREO
NOW AT
86,000
WATTS!

fin

NATIONAL
PUBLIC
RADIO

Your distributor of high quality
organically grown and natural foods.
Tell our advertisers you saw it in CSQ!
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SINSEMILLA TIPS magazine is recognized as THE
trade journal of the domestic marijuana
indus
try.
Since 1980, each 48 page quarterly issue
has been filled with articles by experts such as
Ed Rosenthal and Robert Clarke along with anony
mous articles from out in the field. Reports on
developments in marijuana politics are also
included.
To subscribe, send $12.00 for 1 year
(4 issues) and you will also receive one free
back issue!
Sent in sealed brown envelope. We
don’t sell,
rent or give away our mailing list.
We respect and protect your privacy!
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\Ne think we are cool
and so we do what we think.
Four Men in Bed

We Do Not Walk
stride down the street when we go places. Old buildings with played-out facades
spin around as we walk past. The boarded-up buildings return to the ground and look that
much worse for the latest round of abuse heaped upon them. We cannot move newer
buildings since the new building codes of the modern world brace them for quick shots of
energy like earthquakes, and for the likes of us. This does not mean th at her tight pants
cannot cause a little wobble in the newer buildings. They know a thrill when they see one.

M u s t now, there are four of us men in bed. We study at the University of Chicago in
sporadic intervals. These lapses are not entirely for financial shortfalls, unusual because
in the Eighties cost is a student’s unwelcome bedfellow. To be four men in bed and to
complete college in quarters rather than in yearly increments is not so strange considering
the university. Nor is it an offbeat notion when you consider the four of us. We uphold the
school’s reputation by being ourselves. Infamy has its price; our complicity is our confusion.

With me, I cannot even get a window to
rattle. My best luck is with abandoned
cars. Old cars love a young man who can
bring back memories of highway cruising.
These buildings and cars are scared,
plenty scared. They sit in fear of people
like us who cause trouble wherever we
go. Anyway, we do not worry about build
ings and cars because they keep people
in.
We want to be out and around. “Let's
go down this street!” Away we go. The
water which lies to the west of where we
walk can scare us just a little. On top of
water, we will sit down and remain silent.
I stand on the shore and make fun of the
water as it tries to get me. I can sway a
little and she can stand straight. The water
can only try to come a little Closer.
We think we are cool and so we do
what we think. Others do what they want
and think what they can. Too bad we do
not-think to stay around and talk anymore^

J
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This quandary parallels the snowflakes
now falling outside my third-story bedrooiVi. Each snowflake, although different
in shape, must nevertheless fall to the
cold Chicago ground. Each snowflake’s
unique structure seems to have no pur
pose as they melt on the Chicago
sidewalk. So it goes that four, different
young men lie in bed together. As in the
snowflake’s struggle, we do not want to
be alike, especially tonight.
We are not exactly sleeping in my bed
tonight. Harris is to my left while Jed is on
my right. Bill lounges perpendicular to our
feet. I am the only one under the covers;
since, after all, it is my bed. A car skids on
the icy street during our residence on the
bed. The intersection near my building
seldom offers difficult passage for
motorists. The average driver in Chicago
is a maniac on wheels so the ice must
push them over the brink. Perhaps, the
elements have come together tonight. An
audience awaits, albeit one sitting in bed,
fo ra spectacle to happen. Meanwhile, the
skidding car has careened out of control
and makes a loud thud. The noise gets Bill
out of bed and over to the window. He re
ports from his angle that a Honda now
hugs a ‘No Parking’ sign. The responsible
driver for the union of car and sign is back
ing up and heading for escape.
The men in bed always park their cars
on the streets below so Bill’s report is
noted with interest. Or, as seriously as to
night will allow. I am the most cautious
and park directly below my windows on
the quiet side street. Bill and Jed some
times park on the main street where the
Honda hugs the sign. Harris parks any
where that a Honda Civic can fit without
tripping a passing pedestrian. He also
seems the least interested in the crash re
port, even though he has a Honda. For
once, he must remember where he
parked his Civic.
We listen again as another car skids
along the street. None of us get up from
bed so we can only conjecture about the
visuals as we hear the car whooshing
down the street. There is no thud. We

Others do what they want
and think what they can.
continue to stay in bed for the next few
skids, if one of our cars is rammed, then
so be it. We all pay car insurance; how
ever, a claim could catapult our rates into
the red zone. Rising insurance rates are
a threat to us as much as is contracting
herpes. The stats are under twenty-five
years old, single, and male. The rates
screw us over more than we could every
hope to screw a still-breathing animal and
get herpes. The facts say the remedy is
to grow old and let the four-legged crea
tures alone, respectively. When we stay
in bed after each skid we flirt with danger,
akin to seducing a young woman in a
bowling alley.
Three tall windows form a bay within
my room. This architectural drama de
rives itself from the room's original func
tion as a dining room. I painted the built-in
buffet black, as well as the walls, to
obscure the room’s original use. Light
streams in through each window even
though the blinds are pulled up. Chicago
dwellers see little of the moon. The blinds
fasten at the window base and pull up to
cover only the bottom half of the window.
The top window pane is clear so I can
see the moon. I want to see the sky when
I go to bed at night. People never under
stand this need. A room without access
to the night’s skies is really just a cube
with its occupants twitching around in
side. Tonight we can see the sky above
from the bed, but not the car crashes
below. The swirling snow blocks the
moon, yet adds drama to our view of this
wintry Chicago night.
Harris, the first of three men to work
their way into the room and into my bed,
disrupts my struggles to fall asleep. I am
speeding as a side effect from my latest
encounter with hallucinogens. Talking
with Harris takes on an asymmetrical tone
resulting from my tired hyperactivity and
his pronouncing every sentence with re
luctance. Hoping this combination will put
me to sleep in mid-sentence, I ask how
the evening went for him. He sighs, then
waits a few seconds, and slowly tells me
the events leading him to come home
alone. We both tend to denigrate events
of the evening unless the goings-on cen
tered around us or at least celebrated our
crazy party-going moods. Harris was not
the celebrity on this evening. Hence, we
talk late at night in bed about he, she, or
them. Harris slips onto my bed so it will

make it that much harder for him to face
the inevitable: going to his own bed alone.
Besides, my head begins to loll to one
side as I lose the battle to keep it upright.
Now that he is next to me I can steady my
head on the pillow and talk out the side of
my mouth.
Jed does not walk in or slip into my
room; he inquires his way in. He asks if I
am sick, happy, sleepy, or just enjoying
my trip to oblivion. He thinks I spend my
life pursuing oblivion or looking for friends
to show me the way. Jed himself has par
tially shown me the way. We misun
derstand each other far too often and let it
go on. We misinterpret what the other
means and call it friendship. He
exemplifies the whacked-out existence of
having been sent to boarding school in
France before he knew how to speak
French. He continues to be the sacrificial
lamb of our group. We use him as an
example of what not to become or what
not to do. He uses us so he always has a
place to come home to. Tonight Jed is in
my bed before I can ask if he wants to stay
awhile. He lights up a cigarette and rubs
the ashes onto his pants leg. Jed is the
only person I let smoke in my room. Cats
purr when they are content and smokers
like Jed light up when they plan on staying
awhile.
Bill is never happy even when he
smokes. He assumes happiness from
others like some people inherit a sick in
law or a puppy from a neighbor. It is easy
for him to feel the hallucinations that only
I should be feeling tonight. Harris and Jed
begin to hallucinate as they rest their
heads on my pillows. Four-man hysteria
is easy to accomplish. One talks while
the others listen. As each takes his turn
the steady drone invades each indi
vidual’s thoughts. Snow quickly falls out
side my windows and cars still crash into
cars on the streets below.
Four men ski down a white slope and
ride up the chair lift on only one chair.
The strong sun burns our lips and dries
out our faces. We combine our fears and
give them to each other. I cannot speak
French and become the young child in
boarding school. Bill faces a rock cliff that
he has never climbed but heard me talk
about too many times. Jed skis over the
ledge that Harris did not see. Jed must
also feel the pain of Harris’ two broken
legs. We share our defeats. Whether this

makes us losers depends on if there is
some game involved. We never knew of
a game back then. Four of us men and
none of us knew a game existed. I still
do not think a game exists, although the
other three seem to know something now
about the game I do not.
Three men leave my room together, dif
ferently than they had come in. I am to
sleep and not worry about how they will
fall asleep. The snow has stopped falling
and the moon appears through my win

dows. The sky still sits outside my win
dows. It keeps me company. I never want
to shut out the sky since I know it will
always exist for me. It exists even when
I am in bed. When I sometimes awaken
from dreaming the sky sits patiently out
there waiting. I say hello to the sky
whenever I get a chance. I never say
good-bye because it never leaves me. My
three friends forgot to say hello to the sky
when they left my room to continue on
their lives. I said it for them— this time.«

No Earrings
S h e shuts the door to the Buick LeSabre and nimbly pushes down the door lock. Her
hands start at my waist and travel up my body. My black T-shirt follows her hands until
she holds it in her left hand. The shirt goes into the clothes pile on the car floor. She takes
out the earring in my left ear and adds it to the pile. She breathes, “I do not fuck anyone
with an earring on.” I slowly pull her head to me and take out all five of her earrings and
whisper back, “Me neither.”

She rubs her hands through my spiked
hair and gathers the grease from it. Her
gleaming hands now slide down my chest
leaving behind a glistening trail from my
neck to my crotch. While her hands move,
her tongue licks my forehead and her
teeth bite my eyebrows. No kisses fall on
my lips, although her tongue traces
around my mouth.
The dress she wears has a forest scene
better suited to a tablecloth than a pleated
dress. Now that she faces me, her dress
unfurls and covers our lower bodies like a
lily pad with her head and neck being the
flower. I feel my pants and underwear
slide past my thighs down to my ankles.
She begins to fuck me and I begin to call
her Lucy, even though it is obvious it is not

not her name. She laughs each time I say
Lucy, especially when I tell her that this
Lucy just fucked me silly.
Lucy pulls up my pants for me and
buckles my belt, one hole too tight. From
her pocket, she brings out a tube of gel
and rubs it in my hair. The fingers tickle
as she restores my hair to its planar di
mensions. Then Lucy rubs some gel onto
her lips and finally kisses me. She unlocks
the door and slides out. Lucy looks back
and asks, “Coming?"■
Jason Patt, a recent University of
Chicago graduate, now writes and resides on the shores
Lake
Washington.
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DUGAN’S

Restaurant & The Stage Door

Sweet Dreams
Futon. Six-inch thick Japanese
beds, all cotton or with twoinch foam cores. Send $2 for
our catalogue of sweet
dreams at sweet prices. Or
come visit!
400 SW 2nd,
Portland 97204

Springtime at the

516 15th Ave. East,
Seattle 98112

Northwest Film Study Center:

Hours: Mon-Fri 1l-6/Thurs 11-7/Sat 11-5

Contemporary Women Directors
The Films of John Cassavetes
New Hungarian Cinema
Children's Matinees
Film Critic Pauline Kael
Film & Video Classes

M ORT H W E 5 7

FUTON

Call for a schedule of events, 221-1156
NWFSC, 1219 SW P ark Ave., P o rtla n d , O R

JARRA'S

B ia n c h i

PORTLAND'S "O N I Y " ETHIOPIAN RESTAURANT

LOTUS

(503) 221-1156

CITANE

FISHER MOUNTAIN BIKES

THEGOOD BIKE SHOP
GOOD BIKES
GOOD VALUES
GOOD SERVICE

serving deliciously hot spicy food
fresh ground ETHIOPIAN coffee

EXTENDED M E N U

CICLO

BEER • WINE •
COMPLETE MEAL

SPO R T SHOPj

FOR O N L Y *4S0

Lunch Mon.-Fri. 11:30-2:00
Dinner M on.-Thur. 5:00-10:00
Fri.-Sat. 4:00-10:00

607 S.E. M O R R IS O N

230-8990

OPEN SUNDAY
IN OLD TOWN
10-6TU-FR, 10-5 SA, 12-5 SUN

Tell our advertisers
you saw it in CSQ!

A E R O B IC

F IT N E S S

PARCHMAN
FARM
A PORTLAND JAZZ CLUB

Like to watch,..
y ]st

s to p v id e o

Hawthorne
2320164

Burlingame
244-8393

C o rn e liu s

C la c k a m a s
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6 5 7 -3 4 8 4

O a k G ro v e

Albany
967-9594
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BY POPULAR DEMAND
Our dining area is now
open to all ages, all
hours. Our famous pizza
and great jazz can
now be enjoyed by
those under 21.
Live Jazz
Friday & Saturday
1204 S.E. CLAY • 235-7831

W

E A V E R

S

OPENING WITH MOTHERLODE
Sign Language A rtis t: D ebra Wfestwood

< V

FRIDAY APRIL 12th 8PM
NORTHWEST SERVICE CENTER
(Corner of NW Everett & NW 18th) Portland

TICKETS

V

w:

$8.50 Advance
$9.50 Door

& >

■\

y

Ticket Outlets
Portland: Artichoke
Cat Bird Seat Books
Music Millennium
Women’s Place Books
Corvallis: Grass Poots
Mother Kali’s
Eugene:
Salem:
Rising Sun Records
Childcare
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We got a lot o f
writers there:
dull-eyed fellows
with exposes o f
Scientology,
anti- vivisectionists
with tracts, punk
rock poets with
epics, pro-Nazi
social philosophers
with polemics,
random nerds,
nincompoops,
noodniks and now
this old guy.

ME,

BUCKMINSTER
FULLER,

BIG JIM,
AND THE

VERBALIFE

PERFECTION

OASIS

By Gary Stallings
Photo-Painting by Marly Stone

N y i&OlMtKjty
■■

D igjim just stopped com
ing around. I don’t know
why.
My personal, and ad
mittedly somewhat whim
sical theory’ is that he was
called home from his mis
sion and returned to
Venus. But then again, last
time I saw him he was
talking about leaving for
the self-proclaimed State
o f Northern Idaho (a state
o f mind, according to
those who proclaimed it).
That’s a distinct possibil
ity fo r Jim . State o f mind
is what he was all about.
Big Jim was a missio
nary with no converts, and
only God knew what au
thenticity. Many people
dismissed him out-ofhand as a kook. I was one
o f those m yself at first.
And although I never
learned to believe, or even
understand him, I at least
learned to wonder. Buckminister Fuller is at least
partially responsible for
that because not long after
he showed up I tried to re
pair one o f the many holes
in my education by read
ing Fuller, who writes sen
tences such as: “Criticalpath elements are not
overlapping linear mod
ules in a plane: they are
systematically interspiralClinton St. Quarterly
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ing complexes of omni-interrelevant re
generative feedback circuits.” (Fuller—
1981)
After trying to get mental purchase on
something like that it didn’t seem nearly
as odd to try wrestling meaning from Big
Jim’s notion that: “Naturalized Inspiritruth
Knowledge Intelligently Womanized Man
kind's Supernal Wisdom News, Wisely.”
(Jim— 1984)
The two sentences seem egually ugly
and opaque to me. I can’t begin to decide
which, if either, is least likely to conceal
meaning. As far as I’m concerned, they
both belong in the same drawer, a bottom
one in the garage. Big Jim was obsessed
by his sdsquipedalion monstrosities
which I held to be crimes against the En
glish language and he considered
paradigms of spiritual truth.
Still, it would be easier for me if I could
simply dismiss Jim as another ambulatory
word-salad psychotic. I really don’t have
any other category to put him in. But I
have the same problem with Fuller, so I
guess there’s nothing for me to do but
keep an open mind, because everybody
says Fuller is a visionary genius. People
I respect claim to get empowering ideas
and enhancing notions from Fuller. So I’m
willing to accept the fact that I can’t under
stand him, or Big Jim, as a measure of
my own insufficiency.
W ^ln e th e r Big Jim went to Bonner’s
Ferry or back to Venus, it doesn’t surprise
me that I don’t know about it. I never even
found out where he came from. He just
walked in one day and stood in the door
way looking around, a stately old gentle
man about six-foot-three and 80 years
old, with a long white beard and luminous
blue eyes. He was thin and erect, with
clear, tanned skin, and a graceful, self-as
sured manner. His clothes were plain,
working man’s wear, immaculately clean
and pressed.
I was in thd office, which was the front
room of a house I shared with several
other people. We put out a newspaper
there and the doors were always open.
So a lot of people come in, most of them
wanting to get something into the paper.
Many of them were unusual types, some
flat-out originals. Jim, I was soon to learn,
fell into the latter class.
I looked him over, found nothing to ob
ject to, but didn't want to spend a lot of
time just then, so I just said, "Hi,” and
waited for him to make his move.
He looked me over briefly, glanced
around the room with no reaction I could
detect, and asked: “This is where the
paper's put out?"
“You got it.”
“You a writer?"
“Sometimes,'' I admitted from behind
the typewriter where I was working.
“I've been doing some writing,” he told
me.
This news did not surprise me. Neither
did it fill me with enthusiasm. We got a
lot of writers there: dull-eyed fellows with
exposes of Scientology, permanently dis
tracted mothers with petitions for the re
turn of beloved sons still missing in action
in Vietnam, anti-vivisectionists with tracts,
punk rock poets with epics, pro-Nazi so
cial philosophers with polemics, random
nerds, nincompoops, noodniks, and now
this old guy who reached inside his jacket
and came out with a single sheet of paper
which he unfolded and handed to me with
a mysterious smile.
"Look this over," he said.
Needless to say, I was aflutter with ex
citement. It was a photocopy of six lines,
written in a rough sort of homemade cal
ligraphy, neat, but without grace or brav
ura. It said:
Supernalife's Zodiac Sensorium
Transmits Continuum Inspiritruth
Operator Intelligence Knowledge, Which
Inspires Complete Potentialiving Wisdom.
Who Will Perfect, Word-Makers Skill Now ?
Verbalife Perfection Oasis
“We hardly ever use poetry." I hastened
to inform him as I frowned at the thing I
was holding.
“Good," he replied emphatically. "That
stuff just confuses people. They think it
means something. But it's just symbols.
Might as well be music for all the good it
does."
That boggled me so much that I began
to wish he were a pro-Nazi social
philosopher. Then I could have just got
on with the fist fight and gone back to
work. This guy had the potential for taking
up some real time.
Fortunately I had an out.
Catherine was in the kitchen making
tea, and Catherine was a woman of nearly
inexhaustible reserves of patience: also

46

Clinton St. Quarterly

one of the least judgmental people I have
ever known. So I got up from my typewri
ter and said, “I think this is a case for
Catherine. Come on in here. We’ll let her
look at it.”
I marched back to the kitchen clutching
the photocopy with the elderly anti-poet
close behind, handed the paper to
Catherine and told her, “Look at this,” hop
ing that she would extend her nearly in
exhaustible reserves of patience to me as
I went back to work.
About an hour later I finished a draft of
the piece I was hammering at and decided
to let it sit overnight. The old party was
still in the kitchen, so I walked down the
street, met some folks, talked some talk,
drank a few beers, and about two hours
later went back for supper.
The old guy was still there at the kitchen
table.
“I invited Jim for dinner,” Catherine
explained.
It was one of those times when I had
to decide that Catherine was not an un-

He never put
anybody down.
There was no scorn
or contempt in his
manner. He was
indomitably
cheerful. And he
always had
cigarettes, which !
did not.
mixed blessing. But she had a good meal
on the table, so I wasn’t going to get
grumpy. We invited almost everybody
and anybody to dinner. There were six of
us that night.
“We've been talking about Jim’s...”
Catherine hesitated, searching fora word,
and finally came up with, “...writing.”
The rest of the crowd looked a bit be
mused.
I just nodded and got down to dinner.
The conversation was random, routine,
except that every once in a while some
one would direct a question at Jim. And
the answers began to seem a little
strange. He was a marvel of elusivity.
“You from around here, Jim?” someone
asked by way of making him part of the
whole.
He shook his head, chewing, “Not orig
inally.”
“How long you been around here?”
“Quite a while," he said, and took
another good-sized mouthful. He had a
healthy appetite.
’'You a retired man, Jim?”
“Oh no, I'm at it every day.”
Finally he began to pique my reportorial
instincts. “What kind of work do you do,
Jim?” I asked him.
"This!" he said, peering at me as if the
question surprised him.
“What's this?"
He blinked at me as if he thought I
should already understand that. But he
was willing to explain it again. He had
reserves of patience almost equal to
Catherine's. “Just trying to explain all this
to people," he said softly, "just trying to
get together with people who can under
stand it, people who can see what it is
and what to do with it."
Tm not sure what you're talking about,”
I admitted.
“Well, this', he exclaimed softly, and
lifted the photocopy which sat beside his
plate.
"Oh, that's your work?"
"That's what I do, just try to get people
to understand this so we can get on with
it."
“What would getting on with it look
like?"
By now the conversation had captured
everybody's attention. They had all
stopped eating and were peering back
and forth between us.
He replied, as if the answer should have
been so obviou ias to make the question
unnecessary, "Putting this into action!” he
said. “It'll just take twelve of us who under
stand it. We need twelve to make a perfect
circle," he explained. “Once that happens

then everything else will change." Then
he shook his head wistfully and admitted,
“But I have trouble explaining it to people.
I’ve been trying to perfect this for a long
time,” he said, tapping the paper. “I just
don't know how I can make it any clearer.
But I’ll keep trying.”
How long have you been trying to ex
plain this to people?” I wondered.
He had to think back and decide just
how to answer that. And he seemed to
be trying to give us a straight answer as
he screwed up his face in a frown of deep
consideration and said, “Since I was
about nine years old, I guess." He nodded,
to himself as if that seemed about right.
“I understood it real early. And I tried to
explain it to people then. But no one paid
any attention. I was just a kid. And it didn't
make any sense to them. They just didn't
get it. So ever since then I've been trying
to get it down to where people can com
prehend. I understand it a lot better myself
now.” He got a bit agitated as he said,
“It’s all right here'." and stabbed at the
photocopy with his crusty old finger. Then
he grew a little sad. “I just haven’t been
able to make people see it.” He shook his
head again and turned a determined
countenance around the table as he
vowed, “But I will.”
This was spoken with no trace of bitter
ness, self-pity, rancor or defeatism. He
didn’t seem to blame anyone but himself
for his failure. It was his problem and he
intended to find the solution.
It was just that the problem seemed so
simple to him: all he needed were eleven
more like himself so he could get on with
the business of changing the world.
I got up and emptied the scraps from
my plate into the compost container,
waved to the assemblage, told them I had
a date, and left.
Missionaries have always made me
nervous.
few days later I was standing at a
layout table musing on a front page for
the next edition when Big Jim ambled in
again smiling, said “Hi there,” and saun
tered up beside me.
“Hi, Jim. What’s shaking?" I gave him
about a quarter of my attention.
“Well,” he said, grinning as if he had a
big surprise for me. “I’ve been working on
this." He took a piece of paper from his
pocket. “You got time to read this?” he
asked.
There were only five short lines on the
page, so I figured I could take the time to
read them. It was in the same squiggly
handwriting:
Who Will Materialize
Wisely Maintained Sinless
Whole Knowledgeableable Intelligence
Wisdom, Enterprising Skill, Now?
Zodiac Oriented Zenith Oasis
“You see what I’m getting at here?" he
asked. There was a faint note of pleading
in his voice.
I studied the thing.
He pointed to the last line. “See, here’s
the whole point, right here, Zodiac
Oriented Zenith Oasis. There are twelve
houses in the Zodiac, a perfect circle, and
there's an Oasis at the Zenith. See, both
Zodiac and Zenith start with Z, and the
letter Z has four points on it, the four car
dinal directions. You see that?”
“You know," I told him, “I bet Mitch
would be interested in this.” Mitch was
crashing with us. He'd been hanging
around all day with nothing to do, and
perfectly happy about it. “Hey, Mitch,” I
yelled. Then to Big Jim I said, “He's prob
ably back here. Come on."
I copped out again.
J 'm

didn’t seem to care as long as he

found someone to talk to, as long as he
was doing his work. I set him down at the
kitchen table with Mitch and let them have
at it.
About half an hour later I went back to
get a cup of coffee and found the conver
sation going something like this:
Big Jim: “Whole Knowledgeable Intelli
gence... that's something everybody's got
already. But they don't even know what it
is, so they don’t know how to use it.”
Mitch: “You mean sort of like extra-sen
sory perception?"
Big Jim: “It's ESP all right, but not the
kind you're talking about. It's Knowledge
able'. It's knowledge that you're born with.
It’s nothing you have to learn. It’s just
something you have to learn to use!"
Mitch: “How would a person learn to
use it?”
Big Jim (tapping the paper with a
forefinger and emphasizing every word):
“Just like it says here, by materializing

wisely maintained sinless whole know
ledgeable intelligence wisdom, enterpris
ing skill, now.”
I got my coffee and wandered into my
room to review the sentence which had
put me to sleep the night before, Fuller
again: “If the realistic thinking can con
ceive of technically feasible options
facilitating satisfactorily effective human
fulfillment of its designed functioning as
local Universe information inventorying
the local Universe problem-solving in sup
port of the integrity of eternally regenera
tive Universe, then the accomplishment
of that realistic conceptioning is realisti
cally effective in satisfying Universe that
human mind is accomplishing its de
signed evolutionary role.”
(For those who have not tried reading
Fuller, I swear I’m not making that up.)
I went back into the kitchen, looked over
Jim’s shoulder at the paper and began to
wonder just who would materialize wisely
maintained sinless whole knowledgeable
intelligence wisdom, enterprising skill,
now.
But I figured it probably wouldn’t be me,
since I was having enough trouble with
the layout to keep me busy for the rest
of the day. So I just went back to work.
I t wasn’t that easy to escape Big Jim.
He became a regular feature of the
household and spent long afternoons at
the kitchen table giving satsang to anyone
who cared to listen. The bulletin boards
around the house were festooned with
his messages.
I confess that I never understood two
words the man ever put in a row, but I
got to like him. He was simply a nice per
son, relentless but never pushy. He would
listen respectfully to other people's opin
ions, nod, and then' go back to his rap.
He never asked for anything but an audi
ence, though he would accept the odd
cup of coffee or glass of beer and an oc
casional meal just to be sociable. He was
always polite, almost formal. He never put
anybody down. There was no scorn or
contempt in his manner. He was indomit
ably cheerful. And he always had cigaret
tes, which I did not.
So I spent some time at the table listen
ing to him, smoking his cigarettes, and
trying to make some sense out of what
he was saying. He saw it so clearly that
it was a mystery to both of us why he
couldn't explain it. It always seemed to
me that I should be able to grasp what
he meant whether or not I was prepared
to believe it.
But I never did.
And like I say, I don’t know why he
stopped coming around. The last time I
saw him he seemed as intent on convert
ing us all as he was the first time. But he
stopped.
T h e n a few days ago I was at a press
conference where a variety of local peace
groups were announcing a joint effort.
Representatives from each of the groups
spoke briefly. Not all of them knew each
other, so nobody thought anything about
it when someone that no one knew got
up to speak.
But this guy was on a slightly different
wavelength than the rest. His message
was brief and unemotional. He simply
wanted everyone to know that the Venu
sian missionaries who had been working
among us had been called home. This in
formation left everyone in the room mut
tering to themselves and each other. Say
what? The fellow did not explain why the
missionaries had been removed, what
they had been doing, or how he happened
to be in possession of this information.
And, believe me, no one asked.
Anyway, that's how I got the idea that
Big Jim might have returned to Venus,
although I’m still not ruling out Northern
Idaho.
Wherever he is, he has left us a legacy,
whether of lucidity or lunacy, I don’t know.
But I look the stuff over from, time to time
and wonder.
Universal Supernal Aptruth Alliance
United The Word-Maker Species
Unique Sensorium Allegiance Union.
You're Invited To
Quicken Your Live-Right,
Inalienable-Right, To Live-Right Now.
Equalifestatenterprise
Sensory Perfection Oasis
ESP Oasis
I miss Big Jim. I really wish they'd send
him back.
Gary Stallings is an editor of the
progressive Portland publication, The
Alliance.
Marly Stone is an artist living in Port
land.
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LONG MAY IT WAVE

t was over 200 years ago that our Founding Fathers met in
Philadelphia to lay down the principles upon which our new coun
try would be based. If the Clinton St. Quarterly had been around then,
you can bet your boots that these dedicated American patriots would
have turned to it time and time again for reference and inspiration as
they painstakingly worked out the ideas contained in the Constitution
and the Bill of Rights.
OK. So they might not have had much use for “Christmas Gifts for
Chickens" or the story of the woman who divorced her husband and
married her bowling ball. But what about the other stuff? You know,
the political stuff. They'd have read that, wouldn't they? Of course!
Yeah, sure! And might they have picked up their copies of the West
Coast's favorite journal of fiction, features, political writing, humor and
eyeball-snagging graphics on street corners in Seattle, Portland,
Eugene and points nearby? Of course not! It would have been a long
ride by horseback and canoe. Many would have died. It wouldn’t have
been worth it. Instead, they’d have subscribed to the Clinton St. Quar
terly and had it delivered by postal employees, many of them wearing
shorts in the summer. That’s how they’d have done it.
Our forefathers loved America. If you love America you’ll be like
them and subscribe to the Clinton St. Quarterly. Four issues a year for
only $6.00. Get the picture? Stop being a squalling left-wing pantywaist. Be an American. Subscribe now.
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OK. And send me a pointed hat like Paul Revere if you’ve got any. Do you? Or
don’t you? Is this a trick?
For a Friend?
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Send only $6 for first subscription, $5 for each additional one to:
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P.O. Box 3588
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1520 Western Avenue
Seattle, WA 98101

PROPER TREATMENT OF YOUR
CLINTONST. QUARTERLY
WHEN IT ARRIVES
1. Never let your Clinton St. Quarterly touch the ground. If it should be
come soiled, burn it.
2. Read or display your Clinton St. Quarterly only between sunup and
sundown. Invite soldiers or boy scouts to place it on your coffee table
in the morning and remove it to a safe place during the night. Give them
cookies or beer when they are finished. They like this.
3. Never display your Clinton St. Quarterly during inclement weather.
An exception would be during time of war when a view of the Clinton
St. Quarterly flying overhead in the rockets red glare (perhaps pinned
to a gutter or downspout) may give courage and inspiration.
4. Never decorate with the Clinton St. Quarterly. Use bunting instead.
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